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CHAPTER ONE 


Invitation to a burglar 


THERE were times when Parker felt that, when he agreed to become 
chauffeur and general handyman to the beautiful and aristocratic Lady 
Penelope Creighton Ward, he had bitten off more than he could chew. 


It was not the constant whirl of danger in which her job involved them both, 
that disturbed him. Danger was something Parker thrived on. But he could 
never bring himself to approve the tight-fitting outlandish kind of clothes 
she wore. He had made a real effort to understand her tastes, but he never 
could... In fact, there were a lot of things he did not understand about Lady 
Penelope ... Like now, for instance. He had just walked into the drawing- 
room of historic Creighton Ward Manor to be hit right in the eye by a paper 
dart. 


Apart from the first flinch, he stood there solid as a rock... Frozen by 
surprise? Not at all! Well-trained as a servant? No, indeed. Parker was, you 
might say, more the Servant of Circumstance. In the old days, as light- 
fingered ‘Nosey’ Parker, he had been known far and wide in the 
Underworld as the King of Cracksmen, the Burglar Supreme ... But that was 
before he had entered the service of Lady Penelope. 


The reason Parker stood unmoved—a dapper little man with sharp grey 
eyes hooded by heavy lids, and a wide mouth set tight as a bear-trap— was 
that he lacked a nerve in his body. Parker, in brief, was unshakeable. As 
such, he had proved a very valuable ally to Lady Penelope. She was the 
London and European agent of the world’s most secret peace corps— 
International Rescue. The corps maintained a permanent station in space, 
known as Thunderbird 5, from which it screened distress calls from every 
quarter of the globe, and directed its agents to key trouble spots. 


Parker had gleaned a few facts about the organisation-enough to know that 
it was the target of the world’s most evil geniuses. Men like Mr. Steelman, 
the mysterious inventor of an astonishing robot force, were desperate to 


crush the top-secret peace corps. For International Rescue was equipped 
with weapons which they feared ... 


Parker bent and picked up the paper dart. “Yours, m’ Lady?” 


Lady Penelope nodded casually. She was standing in the middle of the 
room, smoking an expensive Turkish cigarette in a jewelled holder. Parker 
noticed, with an inward wince of pain, that her clothes were, as usual, very 
‘gear’. Still, he grudgingly admitted to himself, the slim elegance of her 
figure was set off to perfection by the black lace suit, its tight-fitting jacket 
fastening at the back with velvet bows. Round her slender neck hung a 
single strand of perfectly matched pearls. 


“Be a good chap and throw it back to me, Parker,” she said. 
“Certainly, m’ Lady.” 


He had long since given up questioning her decisions—no matter how odd. 
For behind the immobility of her beautiful face there was, he knew, a brain 
as sharp as a razor’s edge. 


“Stand by for blast-off, m’Lady!” he quipped, as he launched the paper dart 
into the air. It soared upwards, skimmed past the gilt metal torcheres, 
zoomed around the burnished chandelier, brushed the walls hung with 
patterned silk of rich pink, glided over the Louis Quartorze side-tables 
supported by silvered swans, and crash-landed on top of a priceless antique 
bureau by Gillow of Lancaster, which had a barley-sugar twist dividing 
each of three compartments, the panels of which had Boulle inlay. 


Lady Penelope took the cigarette-holder from her delicately-tinted lips. 
“Not very successful, is it, Parker?” Her voice was as smooth as her petal- 
soft skin, and it had a musical, bell-like quality. “Do you know anything 
about aerodynamics, Parker?” 


“No, m’Lady.” He shook his head regretfully. “But I came top of the class 
at making paper darts in school.” 


She allowed herself a brief smile. “Excellent. Just serve the tea first, will 
you, Parker? And then make me a really accurate paper dart.” 


“Very good, m’Lady.” 


He walked towards the bureau, his feet sinking in the luxurious pile of an 
Indian carpet. As he moved, his sharp eyes roved around, checking the 
priceless furniture, the pictures on the wall, silverware, vases... It was still 
second nature for him to “case a joint”. It made no difference that he 
worked here, and knew this room well, or that he was now going straight— 
he still found himself checking the windows for a quick getaway, or judging 
how many paces would take him to the door in case he was disturbed. 


He stood before the bureau and ran a finger lightly down the barley-sugar 
twists. It always gave him a peculiar satisfaction to do so—almost as if he 
was reaching out to touch the past. That was one of the attractions of this 
job for Parker. Here in Creighton Ward Manor he was close to priceless 
furnishings which were practically unknown outside the museums in this 
year of 2065. He sighed to himself with pleasure at the sheer artistry of the 
carvings. 


Then he recalled his duty. His finger found a button hidden behind the 
beading of the bureau. The lower doors opened soundlessly and out glided 
an automatic tea-maker. 


Parker took down a Sevres cup and saucer in Lady Penelope’s favourite 
shade of Rose Pompadour. A bell tinkled. He held out the cup to be filled 
by the extended arm of the robot tea-device. He added a single lump of 
sugar, a Slice of lemon, but no cream. He carried the cup to the gatelegged 
table beside the settee. 


Lady Penelope had curled up like a kitten on the settee. She wore her 
gorgeous blonde hair almost shoulder-length, flicked under at the ends. 


Languidly, she stretched out a slim white hand for the tea. “Thank you, 
Parker.” She sipped delicately, her little finger extended from the cup. Then 
she asked: “By the way, Parker, can you make the dart from a sheet of my 
notepaper, do you think?” 


“Two sheets, m’Lady,” he answered promptly. “That’s the secret of a good 
paper dart. Must use two sheets of paper.” 


He crossed to the writing bureau, a priceless antique from Arabia, carved 
with fat-bellied Buddhas and inlaid with mother-of-pearl. It was a gift to 
Lady Penelope from the grateful Sultan of Arimar, after she had recovered 
the Arimar Ruby from Mr. Steelman in the Strasbourg jewel affair. A very 
sticky business it had been, Parker recalled. His hand wandered pensively to 
his slicked-back hair, his fingers feeling the scar on his scalp: a memento 
from a tussle with one of Steelman’s robots. 


His new assignment was a little less dangerous, he mused drily. Opening 
the bureau, he took out two sheets of his employer’s notepaper. It was high 
quality, expensive stuff, embossed with Lady Penelope’s gilded monogram, 
and impregnated with a tantalising whiff of her own perfume, mixed for her 
exclusively in Paris by Jaque Verre. With that wry sense of humour of his, 
and knowing something about his distinguished customer, he had named the 
exclusive blend, most appropriately: Soupcon de Peril... ‘Suspicion of 
Danger.’ 


Parker folded the paper slowly at first then, as memory of his schooldays 
returned, he completed the paper dart with growing confidence. Finally he 
was Satisfied. 


“There we are, m’Lady. Guaranteed to hit the target every time,” he said, 
turning and holding out the dart. 


Lady Penelope waved her cigarette-holder. “Try and hit me with it, Parker,” 
she invited. 


He took careful aim and fired. The dart hit her on the shoulder. 
“Very good, Parker,” she enthused. “Much better than mine... Now, if you 
will clear the tea things, we can get on with the job of planning to rescue 


Roger Lyon.” 


Parker curbed his curiosity. He knew that Lyon, one of International 
Rescue’s European agents, who had been hot on the trail of Mr. Steelman a 


couple of months ago, had suddenly been arrested in the Republic of 
Revonia. Parker also knew that Lady Penelope was not likely to let him 
languish in jail. But where the paper dart fitted into her plan he could not 
imagine. 


He was clearing the tea things when the high-pitched burr of the electronic 
alarm filled the room. Parker swung round. On the wall opposite was a 
large oil-painting of a Cavalier. Now one of the Cavalier’s eyes was 
winking a warning, as a bright red bulb flashed on and off. 


Lady Penelope rose languidly to her feet. “Ah! The main alarm. It would 
seem that we have a visitor. Shall we have a look, Parker?” 


“Certainly, m’Lady.” Only with an effort did he manage to maintain his 
dead-pan exterior. The winking red eye of the Cavalier always made him 
nervous. His first reaction was to dive through a window, as he had done 
many a time before when a burglar alarm had interrupted his safe-breaking 
activity. 


He stepped towards the splendid Adams fireplace, put a powerful thumb 
beneath one of the marbled mountings, and pressed ... 


The top panels on the antique bureau slid aside to reveal three viewscreens. 
Hidden television cameras planted in the Mansion gardens relayed pictures 
of vantage points. At first glance all seemed quiet. The tall double-gates to 
the main drive were closed, the West Paddock was deserted, there was no 
sign of an intruder climbing the estate walls ... 


But Lady Penelope knew where to look. “Ah, there he is!” She pointed 
below a vast old oak. “Flat on his face in the shadows. See him, Parker?” 


He nodded. “Must have moved like a streak of lightning to get there after 
climbing the wall,” he said grudgingly. “What now, m’Lady? Shall I nip out 
and grab the blighter?” 


She threw him an enigmatic smile. “Oh no, Parker. That won’t be necessary. 
Just turn off the lights and we’ll wait for him. He’s later than I thought.” 


“Eh?” Parker’s eyes opened a shade wider. He snapped off the lights, and 
spoke again in the darkness. “You mean you’re expecting this bloke, 
m’ Lady?” 


“Yes,” she replied softly. “His name is Mr. Flaginne, and he is one of the 
finest cracksmen in Europe—barring you, Parker!” 


“Thank you, m’Lady!” He felt good, because he knew she meant it. “Well, 
he’s a fast worker, I'll give him that much. I can hear him at the window 
right now.” 


Silence descended on the drawing-room, broken only by the measured tone 
of the grandfather clock—and a faint scratching noise at the window. A 
click followed, then a draught of chill air ruffled the rich velvet curtains. 


There was a pause. Then a pencil of light stabbed from a torch held by 
someone in the centre of the room. Parker switched on the lights. “What...? 
Who...?” 


The intruder gasped, but turned quickly to leap for the window. 


“T wouldn’t bother, Mr. Flaginne,” said Lady Penelope. “I have closed the 
steel shutters... Parker, will you fetch our visitor a chair. Would you care for 
a cup of tea, by the way?” 


The intruder still crouched in a defensive attitude, but as Parker brought 
forward a chair he boggled with open-mouthed astonishment. Parker looked 
at him with distaste. For a master cracksman Flaginne was a sad-looking 
specimen, he thought. Of middle height, but very thin, the man had down- 
at-heel shoes, a greasy trench coat, and a battered Stetson pulled down 
about his large ears. He declined the chair and stood hunched-up inside his 
trench coat, keeping his shifty black eyes fixed on Lady Penelope. 


She sat down gracefully on the settee. “Well, shall we get down to business 
then, Mr. Flaginne? You came here to rob me, of course. You received what 
I believe is called in your circle ‘a hot tip’ about some very valuable jewels 
of mine. Correct?” 


Flaginne did not answer. But then he didn’t need to. The look on his face 
affirmed the truth of Lady Penelope’s ‘guesses’. 


Parker chuckled inwardly. She was a caution, that one! So that was how she 
had arranged for Flaginne to ‘visit’ her when she wanted! 


The object of Parker’s admiration was lighting another cigarette. She blew a 
smoke ring and watched it slowly spiral upwards. “I could, of course, ask 
Parker to summon the police,” she mused, as if to herself. “But on the other 
hand, I am inclined to think we may not have to press charges.” 


The shifty eyes watched her, full of suspicion. Lady Penelope waited a full 
minute, apparently lost in thought. The tick of the grandfather clock seemed 
to worry the burglar. He shifted restlessly. 


She sat up suddenly with a slight smile. “Oh yes indeed!” she began briskly. 
“I’m quite sure we can come to some arrangement, Mr. Flaginne.” 


He spoke for the first time, in a throaty voice with a heavy European accent. 
“T do not understand. What arrangement?” 


“Well, now,” she began conversationally, “if my information is correct, you 
were born in that delightful little Alpine country of Revonia. You have lived 
there most of your life. And you were once imprisoned in the Schloss 
Stillban.” 


He started with surprise. For a moment his restless eyes searched her face, 
then they shifted to the portrait of the Cavalier. “Well?” he muttered 
guardedly. 


“One of my friends is imprisoned there at the moment, Mr. Flaginne. In the 
solitary confinement cell—a rather notorious section of the old castle, I 
believe.” 


Flaginne shuffled his feet. He shifted his gaze upwards. “The Black Hole,” 
he confided to the chandelier. 


“A draughty, unhealthy cell, I believe. Not even glass in the window, has it, 
Mr. Flaginne?” “That’s right.” He glanced at her, frowning. “Why do you 
ask?” 


She shrugged. “Simply that I intend to go there and throw something 
through the window.” 


A queer, rusty sound came from Flaginne. It was apparently the closest he 
could come to a laugh. “Throw something through the window of the Black 
Hole? You are mad! The walls are over twenty feet high. And even 
supposing you could climb them, the window is the length of this room 
away—and almost hidden by a buttress.” 


Lady Penelope was listening with close interest. She seemed satisfied with 
what Flaginne was saying. 


“Ah, good! The information I had received is substantially correct,” she 
said. “But of course it is so nice to have an expert like yourself to advise 
and assist us, Mr. Flaginne. Would you mind very much drawing a map of 
the Schloss Stillban before we set out?” 


“No—wait!” Flaginne’s voice cracked with the violence of his mixed 
emotions. He crumpled into the chair. “You don’t understand,” he pleaded. 
“T am wanted in Revonia. I dare not return.” “Don’t worry, Mr. Flaginne!” 
said Lady Penelope kindly. “Just leave the details to me. We’ll just pop 
across to Revonia, and be back again in no time. If you would just guide us 
to the Schloss Stillban, and point out the window of the solitary 
confinement cell...” 


He broke in with a frantic wave of his hand. “No! No! I have told you it is 
impossible. You cannot throw anything to your friend. The window is too 
far—and there is the buttress.” 


For answer, Lady Penelope strolled to the end of the drawing-room. On an 
occasional table stood a fine Lowestoft jug in underglaze blue, Chinese 
style. She placed herself directly in front of it. 


“Shall we try a little experiment?” she smiled. “Now let us suppose this jug 
is the cell window, and I am the buttress! Are you ready, Parker? This is 
your big moment!” 


“Quite ready, m’ Lady,” said Parker gravely. “Good. Then just try and hit the 
vase with your paper dart, there’s a good chap.” 


Parker walked over to retrieve the dart, thinking: “So that’s her game! Well, 
isn’t she the limit!” 


He went to the opposite end of the room. Carefully he aimed the dart for a 
point just above the blonde head of his employer. It soared, and swooped, 
skimmed her left ear—and dropped ... 


There was a crash, and the tinkle of broken china. “Very good, Parker!” 
smiled Lady Penelope. “Sweep up the bits, will you?... And now, Mr. 
Flaginne, if you would care to start on the map of the castle? You will find 
paper and pencil in the writing bureau.” 


CHAPTER TWO 


The Lady without Fear 


FROM London to the Alpine state of Revonia is only a couple of hours 
outing for a round-trip in a fast jet plane—a shade less than twelve hundred 
miles in a beeline. 


Unfortunately, not even Lady Penelope could charter a bee. 


The problem of Flaginne being a wanted man in his native country called 
for delicate planning. First of all, their route must be circumspect. This was 
not indeed merely for Flaginne’s safety. Lady Penelope knew that the 
enemies of International Rescue were always watching her... always waiting 
to strike. 


Their trip began with all the promise of an uneventful journey. As the big 
six-wheeled Rolls Royce, her fabulous pink FAB 1, swept out through the 
main gates, the sun shone upon a rustic English scene that was innocent of 
any skulduggery. 


Parker hummed under his breath. He was as happy as a safe-cracker feeling 
the intricate mechanism respond to his skill. In the pink Rolls Royce he had 
more power at the touch of his polished toecap than he had ever imagined. 
With its air-jet supercharger controlled by a magnetic clutch, FAB 1 could 
pass anything on the road. 


“You know where to head for, Parker?” he heard his mistress say. 
“Yes, m’Lady. Smugglers’ Cove.” 


Pity it isn’t a super highway like this all the way, he mused to himself. We 
could be there in half a jiff. Better start easing off on the gas-pedal now, 
though. Couple of miles and I’ll have to make the turn-off down that 
country road past Vachery Pond. We’II be right in the sticks then ... 


The speedo needle began to drop. Quarter of a mile off, he spotted the 
signpost he wanted. He leaned forward and flicked a switch. The hiss of the 
air-jet died away and there was silence in the car as he zoomed up to the 
side road and swung the steering-wheel. The big beauty made the sharp turn 
without a murmur, thanks to twin front wheels. 


Lady Penelope stretched her trim, nylon-clad legs in the spacious back seat. 
She glanced at her silent companion, but Flaginne seemed to be sunk in 
gloomy thought. Through the transparent roof she could see a ragged flight 
of rooks against a puffball sky. It was all so peaceful. Yet her mind busied 
itself with the dangers which lay ahead. She knew there would never be any 
time in which to enjoy the beauties of nature as long as her struggle with 
Mr. Steelman lasted. He was, without doubt, the most ruthless criminal on 
earth. Only she knew of his avowed intention to amass so much power that, 
with the help of his amazing robots, he could one day bring the world to its 
knees before him. 


After their last clash, Steelman had gone to ground. It had only been by the 
merest chance that her fellow-agent, Roger Lyon, had stumbled onto the 
villain’s trail in mid-Europe. Her hopes had soared as the trail grew hotter ... 


“Cor! Look at that silly blighter!” 


Parker’s exclamation of annoyance brought Lady Penelope back to the 
present. She glanced over his shoulder through the windscreen. She saw 
that a load of hay being taken from a field had apparently become wedged 
between the hedgerows. The Rolls-Royce began to slow to a halt. Parker 
stretched out his hand to touch the button that would lower his power- 
operated window ... 


“No!” 


At Lady Penelope’s sharp command, he took his finger away as if the 
button was red-hot. 


“Tt’s a trap, Parker!” 


Her sharp eyes had caught the glint of steel muzzles among the hay. Her 
warning came a mere fraction of a second before the first spurt of flame— 
but it was enough to trigger off Parker’s lightning reflex. His brain screened 
two possibilities—and rejected both; for the road was too narrow to make a 
turn, and reversing under a hail of bullets was too tricky. 


The close-range fusillade was drumming savagely against the bullet-proof 
body and windows of FAB 1. But the big car was already leaping out of the 
line of fire. Parker had spotted the entrance to the hayfield. It was barred by 
a sturdy gate, but this went down like matchsticks before the polished 
bonnet of the car. 


There followed a crazy, switchback ride. Parker gave her all she had got, 
and FAB 1 flew gamely over the uneven carpet of stubble. He was hugging 
the cover of the hedgerow. Suddenly an open gate appeared before them. 
The big car shot through and was back on the road. 


“Good work, Parker!” said Lady Penelope. 


She glanced back. A low-slung black car was hurtling round the bend 
behind them. Parker had spotted the pursuers, too. His bear-trap mouth 
clamped hard in a grim smile. This was going to be quite enjoyable, he 
mused. There was nothing he liked better than springing some of the lethal 
surprises which this astonishing car packed. 


“What shall I start with, m’Lady?” he asked casually. 
“Oh, I think a smoke screen would do for a start, Parker,” she said. 
“Yes, m’ Lady.” 


He stabbed a button before him with a gloved forefinger. From the back of 
the car hissed a thick black cloud. It hung over the road and the hedgerows, 
blocking out the landscape for twenty yards around. A frantic squealing of 
brakes came to their ears. 


“That should do for the moment, Parker,” said Lady Penelope. “Keep up a 
brisk pace, there’s a good chap. I don’t wish to lose any time.” 


As the pink Rolls Royce glided on down the country road, Lady Penelope 
turned her attention to the trembling figure crouching on the floor beside 
her. “Pull yourself together, Mr. Flaginne. There’s really nothing to be 
afraid of. Parker is a very reliable chauffeur.” 


Flaginne straightened up. He was ashen-faced and trembling. “Nothing to 
be afraid of?” he echoed. “We might have been mown down in that 
ambush.” 


“But we weren’t, were we?” she said coolly. “As you have seen, my car is 
bullet-proof. And if we wanted, we could go on laying down smoke-screens 
until we lost our pursuers.” 


This off-handed information restored some of the backbone to the badly- 
frightened burglar. 


“You need something to strengthen your nerves,” said Lady Penelope. She 
touched the back of the seat in front of her with a milk-white hand that was 
steady as a rock. A section of the leatherwork sank out of sight, revealing a 
neat array of bottles and glasses. She poured Flaginne a drink. 


As he took it he glanced down the road behind them. “Who were they? 
Why were they trying to kill you?” 


She was checking her make-up in a little jewelled compact. “I really don’t 
know,” she admitted. “I didn’t recognise anyone I knew... But then, of 
course, International Rescue has such an assortment of—er—opponents, 
shall we say?” 


He gulped from the glass and coughed. “Eh? What do you mean? What is 
this International Rescue?” 


Lady Penelope snapped the compact shut and restored it to her handbag. “It 
is a small group of individuals dedicated to help others on a global basis,” 
she observed. “I am their London and European agent... Now, if you will 
excuse me—” She leaned forward to speak to Parker. “I rather fancy our 
friends must have found a way out of the smoke screen, Parker,” she said, 


pointing ahead and to one side of the road. “They must have had a very 
bumpy ride to get ahead of us at this point.” 


He nodded. “Yes, m’Lady... Seems to be them all right!” In spite of his 
imperturbable manner, he could not keep a note of relish out of his voice. 


A disused quarry gashed the green hillside with its yawning white mouth. A 
rough road, cresting the hill above, snaked down around the lip of the 
quarry descending to the road along which FAB 1 was travelling. 


Tearing down the rough road, and stirring up a cloud of white dust with its 
wheels, was the low-slung black car. 


Parker frowned as his polished toe-cap nudged the Rolls Royce to a speed 
that was too fast to be comfortable on such a road. “Hm! They’re going to 
hit the road ahead of us, and block the way, m’Lady... That is, unless... 


He left the sentence unfinished. Lady Penelope understood perfectly. She 
knew as well as Parker that this time there would be no diving across a 
stubble field, for the quarry raised an impasse on their right, and to the left 
the hillside cut back sharply just a few feet from the rim of the road. 


“Very well, Parker,” she said. “You may proceed.” 
“Thank you, m’ Lady.” 


With keen anticipation, he made a swift but expert calculation of the rapidly 
narrowing angle between FAB 1 and the black car. It was but a moment’s 
work to line up the snouts of the machine-guns hidden beneath the triple 
headlights ... 


As he hit the third button on the right, he could feel the dull ‘whoomf- 
whoomf-whoomf’ of the chattering guns beneath his feet. They were 
spewing tracer bullets which scored the hillside with angry lines of red. 
They seemed to envelop the rolling, bouncing, skidding, shuddering car. It 
had reached the lip of the quarry and had about a hundred yards more to get 
to the road below. The machine guns spoke again, and this time Parker 
throttled back his powerful car to allow more accuracy on target. 


Flaginne’s nerve broke and he grabbed Parker by the shoulder. “Stop! Stop, 
you fool! You’ve missed them! They’re going to ram you!” 


Parker shrugged him off. He had his finger jammed against the button in 
front of him ... 


Suddenly the tracers found their mark. The black car spun out of control, 
plunged over the lip of the quarry and hurtled to the bottom. In a few 
seconds the wreckage was blanketed in flames. 


“Very good, Parker!” complimented Lady Penelope. 


The road snaked on, and FAB 1 settled down to its well-bred hula round 
and round the leafy bends. Lady Penelope seemed lost in her thoughts as 
she gazed through the windows, enjoying the changing patterns of light and 
shade. 


Flaginne watched her covertly. “What kind of woman is this?” he 
wondered. “She accepts danger as if it were served up on a silver platter by 
the butler!” 


Parker was humming quietly under his breath. He was trying to imagine 
how he had ever considered his life of crime, before he met Lady Penelope, 
to be exciting. Compared to the present, his life then had been as dull as a 
Sunday School picnic... 


The road straightened out and crossed the brow of a hill. Below lay the sea. 


“Smugglers’ Cove, m’Lady,” he said, as if he were announcing a visitor at 
the Manor. 


“Oh, very well, Parker,” said his mistress. “You may remain in the car. I’ ll 
get the boat out.” 


Flaginne stared around the deserted little cove with its sheer rock-faces. 
Boat? There was no sign of a boat. And no place to hide one either... 


Lady Penelope had left the car and was walking towards one side of the 
cove. Parker watched her with a little frown, and gave the neb of his peaked 


cap a sharp tug. What would she wear next, he wondered? Here she was, on 
her way to try and crack a jail in a European fastness, and she was dressed 
up like a dog’s dinner! Actually her outfit was a variation on a traditional 
Thai two-piece, with a silk blouse in gold topping a long Thai skirt in green 
and gold which reached to her ankles. Her shoes were elegant affairs 
composed mainly of frail gold straps and her hair was caught up in a gold 
headband... It was all rather too much for Parker. Nursing his disapproval of 
her clothes, he edged the big car down over the pebbles and sand to the 
water’s edge. 


“What are you doing?” croaked Flaginne from the back seat. “You can’t 
drive into the sea!” Without turning his head, Parker muttered under his 
breath: “Wait and see, chum!” 


Lady Penelope had reached the wall of rock. Dipping into her handbag, she 
took out a cigarette-holder. Deftly she unscrewed it in the middle, inserted it 
in a hole in the rock, and twisted ... 


There was a faint scraping and rumbling as a section of what had appeared 
to be rock face slid slowly aside. Now the mouth of a cave, with its entrance 
in the deepest part of the cove, was revealed. 


Flaginne gasped—but he had seen nothing yet! From somewhere within the 
dark maw of the secret cave, a powerful engine roared, and then eased off to 
a deep-throated hum. The next moment there emerged from the mouth of 
the cave a gleaming sea-going cruiser of breath-taking proportions. 
Emblazoned on her needle-sharp prow was the name Seabird I. With lines 
like a greyhound, she suggested power and speed in every streamlined inch 
of her forty-foot length. A radar aerial rotated from a tower that topped her 
swept-back superstructure. 


Flaginne gasped—in astonishment at first, and the next second in sheer 
terror. For Parker had flicked the ignition key, and was driving straight into 
the water! 


“No! No!” 


“Take it easy, chum,” growled Parker. “We’re what they call amphibious— 
just like a proper seabird. Get me?” 


He stopped the Rolls Royce and opened the door for Lady Penelope to 
enter. “Drive on, Parker,” she instructed. 


The next moment they were afloat. Parker pressed the second button on the 
right, and the rolling motion of the Rolls Royce ceased as the hydrofoils 
came into play. As they sped across the dancing waters of Smugglers’ 
Cove, Parker stretched out luxuriously behind the wheel. Being afloat 
always gave him this feeling of expansiveness. Probably somewhere way 
back in his family one of his ancestors had been Parker the Buccaneer, or 
maybe Parker the Smuggler, for the effect of leaving dry land was always 
the same. He had an almost irresistible urge to jump to his feet, lean out 
over the waves and bellow something nautical... 


The urge began to die down and Parker gave a sigh of relief. “Nice day for 
the voyage, m’Lady,” he said. There was nothing full-blooded or colourful 
about the remark, but at least it had a nautical ring, and he felt better when 
he had said it. 


Lady Penelope glanced up through the transparent roof at the blue sky. 
“Yes, Parker. But you know how the weather can change. We’d better check 
the weather with headquarters.” 


Parker nodded. “Right you are, m’ Lady.” 


He slid his gloved hand under the dashboard. When he withdrew it, there 
was a midget transmitter in the palm of his hand. He put it to his lips. “FAB 
1... Circuit Z ... Open channel to Umbrella.” 


He raised the gadget towards his ear. “Umbrella here!” hissed a radio voice. 
“FAB 1 ... Seabird route as logged ... Weather, please!” said Parker. 


There was a pause. “I?ll record it, Parker,” said Lady Penelope from the 
back seat. She touched a button on the clasp of her handbag. The far-away 
voice began a detailed forecast: 


“Situation at noon... Lows ‘L’ and ‘M’ will move quickly south-eastwards. 
Low ‘N’ will slowly fill, and low ‘K’ will move south eastwards ... 


“However, weather satellite Tiros Twelve, now in orbit over your route, 
appears to be transmitting very remarkable weather pictures. In view of this, 
would advise FAB 1 to delay any voyage into the Mediterranean.” 


The hissing voice ceased. Parker turned a puzzled face. “What’s he on 
about, m’ Lady?” 


Lady Penelope reached out a slim hand, the fingernails faultlessly gleaming 
with Oasis Pink. “Let me talk to him, Parker.” 


She took the tiny transmitter and murmured into it: “Agent L to Umbrella. 
Our voyage is important. Unable to postpone. Can you give more details 
about the Tiros Twelve pictures?” 


There was a minute’s silence. It was easy to imagine the weather expert at 
headquarters frowning over the puzzling satellite pictures and searching for 
words in which to explain them. He found some at last, but they did little to 
enlighten the trio in the seaborne Rolls Royce. 


“There appears to be a freak fohn wind blowing down from the Maritime 
Alps into the Mediterranean ... There has to be an explanation, of course, 
but at the moment we are completely baffled... You see, fohn winds belong 
properly to the northern slopes of the Swiss and Austrian Alps. It’s the 
mistral and bora which normally blow from the Maritime Alps—and they 
are cold winds. But the fohn is warm and dry. It’s warmed adiabatically at 
the dry lapse rate, which is relatively rapid.. 


The tiny voice droned on, lost in a plethora of climatology terms, like an 
absent-minded professor who forgets his class are mere beginners. Lady 
Penelope sighed impatiently, waiting for the expert to finish speaking ... 


“Sorry to be a bit involved about this,” went on the voice. “The whole point 
is that Tiros Twelve’s pictures show some nasty squall conditions brewing 
in the Mediterranean, which shouldn’t be there! The fohn wind is dead 
against the weather pattern, we just can’t explain it.” 


Lady Penelope spoke into the palm transmitter. “Thank you, Umbrella... 
Seabird is well able to ride the squalls ... Continuing voyage as planned. 
Out.” 


She passed the transmitter to Parker, and he replaced it beneath the 
dashboard. By this time FAB 1 was approaching Seabird, which was idling 
at the mouth of the cove. As the Rolls Royce approached, a hatch at water 
level rose. They floated into a compartment and the steel bulkhead closed 
behind them. Electric lights snapped on to reveal a well-equipped garage. 
The water level sank rapidly as the sea was pumped out, and within a few 
moments, Lady Penelope was leading the way up to the main cabin. 


Flaginne stared around him at the luxurious furnishings. The decor of pale 
blue was complemented by the rich velvet curtains on the huge observation 
windows and the splendid carpet of richest azure. Easy-chairs, settees, 
bookshelves, writing desks—everything was on the grand scale. Lady 
Penelope lit a cigarette in a long jewelled holder and waved Flaginne to a 
chair. 


“Parker will get you anything you want,” she said. “I must go and change ... 
Then [ll come back and set the auto-pilot system. Please excuse me.” As 
she vanished silently through a doorway, Parker tossed his chauffeur’s cap 
irreverently onto the head of a bronze statue that must have cost a cool five 
hundred quid. He flopped into a chair and began to tug at the laces of his 
heavy shoes. 


“Cor! These ruddy things kill my feet,” he groaned. 


Flaginne leaned forward, his thin face intent. “Did you hear that about 
storms in the Mediterranean? They said it was dangerous! Are you going to 
let her risk our lives—and those of all the crew?” Parker yawned. He held 
up one stockinged foot and wiggled the toes blissfully. “There aint no 
crew!” he announced casually. 


Flaginne bounded to his feet. “WHAT?” 


Parker began to massage his toes. “I said we don’t have no crew on the 
Seabird,” he grunted. “We have an auto-pilot, see? There it is, over there 


under the window. George, we call it.” 


Flaginne walked over and stared with shifty black eyes at the glittering 
control panel. Suddenly he whirled around, his thin frame tense, and an 
edge of desperation in his voice as he spoke. 


“I’m not going! Understand? I don’t like the sea, and I’m not going to let 
her take me to the bottom in this crazy ship that sails without a crew.” 


“Now, steady on, chum—” Parker began to rise from the chair, but he 
changed his mind at the sight of the gleaming flick-knife that had leapt into 
Flaginne’s hand. 


“Don’t you try to stop me. I’m getting off while I can ... She doesn’t need 
me anyway. I’ve drawn her the map she wants. I don’t have to come all the 
way. .. Stay where you are. I’m off!” 


He backed out of the door and slammed it shut. Parker rubbed his receding 
chin thoughtfully, but he made no effort to go after the other man. He was 
lacing up his shoe again when Lady Penelope reappeared. 


She had changed into pencil-slim slacks of gold lurex with a lacy see- 
through blouse and a gold headscarf tied three-cornerwise around her hair 
and knotted at the nape of her neck. 


Parker rose to his feet. 
“Where is our friend?” asked Lady Penelope. 


Parker jerked a huge thumb towards the door. “He’s done a bunk—if you’ Il 
pardon the expression, m’Lady. He didn’t fancy the idea of dirty weather 
ahead.” 


She nodded. As she crossed to the auto-pilot and began to set the controls, 
she said calmly: “When he comes back, please show him to his cabin and 
see that he gets some dry clothes, Parker ... And do show him where the 
mal-de-mer capsules are kept.” 


CHAPTER THREE 


When 'Enemies Meet 


FLAGINNE stood, dripping pools of sea water on the luxurious carpet of 
Seabird’s main cabin. He looked half drowned, and the noisy rasp of his 
laboured breathing drowned the smooth hum of the engines. 


Lady Penelope looked round from her seat at the writing bureau, on which 
she had spread the map of the Schloss Stillban. She motioned with the 
elegant quill pen she had been using. “Dear me, Mr. Flaginne. You really 
must change at once. We can’t have you catching a cold.” 


Flaginne took a step towards her, a wild look in his shifty eyes. “You—you 
let me jump overboard. You knew I couldn’t escape. I—I nearly strangled 
myself in that net that fished me out of the water.” 


She put down the quill and rose to her feet. “A good hot meal. That’s what 
we all need,” she announced briskly. “Now, while you’re changing in your 
cabin, Parker will see to things in the kitchen.” 


“Galley, m’Lady!” corrected Parker solemnly. “Hm? Oh, I’m so sorry, 
Parker. I can never get used to nautical terms... But I promise to try and 
remember now we’re at sea.” 


Flaginne gave a start. “At sea!” he blurted. He took a few squelching steps 
to the window. The sight of the Seabird breasting into the hollows, and 
lifting with every heave to shake the water from bilge to quarter, set him 
trembling in every limb. “We’Il be drowned!” he wailed. 


“Nonsense!” said Lady Penelope. 


He whirled. “I heard that weather report. You were cautioned not to make 
the voyage. They said there was a freak wind. Squalls, they said.” Lady 
Penelope’s answer was to walk across to a cabinet in a corner of the cabin. 
She pressed a button and the doors slid back, revealing a radar screen. “The 


radar will show us any squalls in our path. Seabird will just go round them 
... Now, will you go to your cabin and change?” 


When Parker reappeared a few moments later, he said: “’Scuse me, 
m’Lady! I didn’t quite catch on to that dope the Umbrella was giving you.” 
Lady Penelope smiled. “Neither did I!” she admitted. She pointed to the 
midget-recorder on the coffee table. “But it’s all on tape there if you’d care 
to hear it again.” 


“No thanks, m’Lady!” he said hastily. “Me, I’m happy enough with those 
old sayings, like ‘red sky at night, shepherd’s delight; red sky in the 
morning shepherd’s warning’ and ‘mackerel sky, mackerel sky, never long 
wet and never long dry’”!” 


She crossed to curl up on a padded window-seat. “I don’t discount the old 
sayings, Parker,” she said as she lit a cigarette. “But I think we ought to go 
by the signals from Tiros Twelve.” He scratched his long nose. “Never 
could figure how those weather satellites work,” he admitted. 


“Well, it orbits the earth approximately every hundred minutes,” she 
explained. “It has a lot of instruments, of course, to gather information 
about the upper structure of terrestrial weather systems. But its most 
important instrument is a television camera.” 


He nodded. “And that’s how they’ve spotted this freak weather set-up, eh?” 


“Yes... The fohn wind.” She spoke almost dreamily, staring at the glowing 
tip of her cigarette. But he knew that her keen brain was active. “I’m rather 
intrigued, Parker. The fohn doesn’t belong to the Riviera coast, as Umbrella 
pointed out. In fact, by all the rules of climatology it’s quite impossible for 
it to occur there.” 


“So that’s why we’re heading for it, m’Lady?” She looked up and spotted 
the twinkle that betrayed his dead-pan features. 


“Whatever do you mean, Parker?” 


“When anything is ‘quite impossible’, it’s like a carrot to a donkey for you 
—if you’ll pardon the comparison, m’ Lady.” 


She swung her golden-clad legs to the carpet and stood up. “Yes, Parker, I 
must admit that mysteries attract me... But now, we had better have our 
meal before the weather gets too brisk.” “What about the radar, m’Lady?” 
he queried. “Yes, switch it on please, Parker,” she said. “And make sure the 
oscillator signal is working... We can’t be sitting around all the time 
watching the screen.” 


Seabird sped across the Bay of Biscay with George, the auto-pilot, guiding 
the sleek craft unerringly on her pre-set course. It was soon after they had 
passed through the Straits of Gibraltar that the oscillator signal began to 
bleep a faint warning. 


Flaginne, who had been sitting hunched on a chair in his borrowed suit of 
clothes, jumped at the sound. “There! That’s the signal, isn’t it? We’re 
heading into a storm, aren’t we?” 


Lady Penelope looked up from the book she was reading. “Don’t worry. 
The signal has to get much louder than that before there is any danger,” she 
assured him. 


The bleep continued its cautionary low note for almost an hour. Then it 
began to increase to a high-pitched key that brought both Lady Penelope 
and Parker to the radar screen. Her trained eye picked out the blips as other 
shipping. Judging by the size of the blips, they were big ships—freighters 
or passenger liners. But in the top left-hand corner of the screen, luminous 
whorls were rapidly building up into a doughnut-shape ... 


Even Lady Penelope’s sang-froid was momentarily disturbed. “Good 
gracious me!” she exclaimed. Then calmly: “If this were the Gulf of 
Mexico instead of the Gulf of Lions, I would say that was a hurricane!” 


“Cor!” Parker bent to look more closely at the screen. “You sure we can 
dodge it, m’Lady?” 


She was already at the auto-pilot, in two long, lithe strides. “Yes,” she 
confirmed. “I’m just checking over the settings on George . .. We are 
already altering course to the east.” 


“But the storm is changing direction to the east, too!” squealed Flaginne, 
crouching before the radar screen. 


Parker bent to look. “Cor! He’s right, m’Lady.” The motion of Seabird was 
already betokening rough seas. Lady Penelope held herself steady by 
gripping the side rail on the auto-pilot. “We’re now veering southwest,” she 
announced, reading the dials. 


“Tt’s coming after us!” gasped Parker. 


The oscillator warning rose to a howl. He snapped a switch and the noise 
died away. But now they could hear, even through the thick steel of the 
superstructure, the buffeting of the wind and the vicious thud of the 
mounting seas. 


“IT told you, didn’t I?” shrieked Flaginne, hysterically. “You should have 
listened to the weather warning.” 


Lady Penelope ignored him. She was bent over the auto-pilot. “Turning 
west... north-west...” 


Parker mopped the perspiration from his brow. “It’s no use, m’Lady. The 
hurricane is hot on our tail.” 


Lady Penelope sighed. “Poor Seabird,” she said. “It looks such a rough 
storm. I wonder if she can weather it... Oh well. I shall go and pack a few 
dresses in case we have to—er—go ashore without warning.” 


Flaginne watched her leave the cabin. Horror and incredulity were written 
on his thin face. “Clothes! How can that woman think about clothes, when 
we’re about to be sent to the bottom?” 


Parker shrugged. “I don’t know, chum. Me, I’d just as soon have a cup of 
tea.” 


There was a jarring crash as Seabird buried her needle-prow in green water. 
Sea hammered and swirled over the windows, so that for a moment it 
seemed as if they had dived clean below the surface. But she came up 
fighting ... 


In another moment they were in the middle of the hurricane squall. Both 
men hung onto the safety rails as Seabird pitched about. Lady Penelope 
emerged from her cabin with a suitcase. She had changed her gold sandals 
for a pair of Courréges boots, high-heeled in white leather and had slipped 
on an emerald green poncho. “Put the bag into the car, please, Parker,” she 
said. “I fancy we may be leaving shortly.” 


“Yes, m’Lady.” Parker found himself marvelling all over again at her iron 
nerve. When he returned from the garage, he found her standing almost 
casually beside the radar, examining the blips closely. “Do you see this, 
Parker? I’m afraid Seabird is being driven onto the Needles.” 


He swallowed hard. “Er—does that mean—er—>?” “Oh I rather fear it will 
put Seabird out of action,” she said. “But at least it will bring us into the lee 
of the land. We should find enough calm water to drive ashore.” 


“Poor old Seabird!” murmured Parker. 


“Yes, my lovely boat is going to get all scratched on those nasty rocks.” She 
frowned. “Still, I shall leave orders for her to be repaired when we get 
ashore. Come along!” 


They followed her to the garage. Hardly had they entered the Rolls Royce 
than a rending crash signified the truth of Lady Penelope’s prediction. 
Seabird was on the Needles! 


“Open the hatch, Parker, and drive ashore!” She spoke as casually as if she 
were ordering him to drive to a garden-party. 


Ten minutes later, FAB 1 was hustling haughtily through the choppy waters 
of a bay. Parker touched the button that caused the hydrofoils to retract, and 
they drove up the beach to a road that ran inland. He put her into neutral 
long enough to look back over the dark waters, still tossed by the hurricane 


squall. Impaled at a cruel angle on the Needles, the sleek lines of Seabiid 
caught the dull, leaden light of the lowering skies. 


A ‘bleep-bleep’ made Parker reach for the tiny transmitter. “FAB 1!” he 
identified. 


“Are you safe?” It was the anxious voice of Umbrella. 
“Safe as houses!” replied Parker. 


Lady Penelope smiled, and reached out for the transmitter. “Agent L to 
Umbrella,” she murmured into it. “The squall conditions were very much as 
you forecast. And you were right about the fohn wind. It is blowing like a 
tropical breeze through the windows of the car.” 


The far-off voice crackled from the palm of her hand: “But the squall? It 
was a bad one—almost hurricane strength, according to the pictures from 
Tiros Twelve.” 


Lady Penelope ignored the muttering of Flaginne beside her, and said 
casually: “Yes, it was unpleasant. We were unable to take evasive action. It 
was almost as if the squall was being aimed at us...” She stopped short, as if 
the words had suddenly suggested something astounding. There was an 
edge of excitement in her voice as she spoke again to Umbrella: “You said 
the fohn wind is blowing down from the Maritime Alps. Can you tell from 
the Tiros Twelve television pictures the area in which it might be 
originating?” 


“Can you wait?” asked the radio voice. “I will check.” 


After a pause the voice went on excitedly: “FAB 1—we have something ... 
It’s quite extraordinary. I have ringed the area on a map. Shall we 
transmit?” 


Lady Penelope tapped Parker on the shoulder. “Television screen, please, 
Parker,” she requested. 


He touched a button, and Flaginne saw that what he had supposed to be the 
driving mirror was glowing with light. It was FAB 1’s television monitor 
screen. 


A map was suddenly projected on the screen, a large-scale map of the 
Maritime Alps area, with a bold red ring crayoned in the middle, close to 
the Italian border. Lady Penelope bent forward and pressed a panel in the 
back of the driving seat. It swung open to reveal a copious map file, with a 
push-button selector. A steel-jointed robot arm handed her the map she 
needed. In a moment she had ringed-off the area indicated on the monitor 
screen. 


“Roger, and thank you, Umbrella!” she murmured into the transmitter. 
“Will proceed to the area to investigate.” 


She handed the transmitter back to Parker. “You may drive on now,” she 
said. “I shall direct you from the map.” 


“Yes, m’ Lady.” 


The road spiralled upwards, but the gradient meant nothing to the Rolls 
Royce. In the foothills of the mountains they came to a small town and 
Lady Penelope stopped to make arrangements for the beaching and 
repairing of Seabird. Parker was half expecting their unwilling passenger to 
make another break for freedom. But, surprisingly enough, Flaginne was 
now looking around him with something approaching real interest. Parker 
presumed that this stemmed partly from the exjailbird’s relief at escaping 
from a watery grave and partly from the fact that he was back in Europe, 
close to his homeland. 


It was warm. Uncomfortably warm. Lady Penelope had shed her poncho, 
and was strolling up the steep main street of the town in her lacy blouse and 
gold lurex slacks. 


Parker tugged unhappily at the stiff collar of his chauffeur’s uniform. He 
lowered the power-operated windows of the Rolls to try and cool down, but 
the warm dry wind offered no relief. 


Flaginne wriggled in the back seat, as he wiped perspiration from his brow. 
“IT know these Alps well,” he said. “At this height it is always cool. I do not 
understand this fohn wind blowing.” “Well, that’s what we aim to find out, 
isn’t it, chum?” said Parker. He tipped his cap back on his sleek hair and 
turned a ruminating gaze on the other. “I’m glad you know these mountains 
anyway, because by the look of that map, the road to where we’re going 
peters out. So we’|l have to park the car and you can lead the way.” 


Lady Penelope returned, carrying a bag of fresh French rolls and two bottles 
of red wine. “I hope you won’t mind if we picnic as we drive,” she said. “I 
am very anxious to reach this area on the map before the fohn dies down.” 


“Can’t think of anything nicer than a fresh roll and a glass of vino, 
m’ Lady,” said Parker, as he let in the gear and swung smoothly away. 


Flaginne was holding one of the wine bottles and staring at the label. “But 
—this is Chateauneuf du Pape, 2042!” he cried, ecstatically. “Where did 
you get it?” 


Lady Penelope smiled. “I was lucky,” she admitted. “The inn-keeper tried to 
sell me some red Burgundy, but I—er—talked him into opening up his 
special wine cellar.” 


“Mm! Quite nice!” pronounced Parker, sipping from the glass which she 
handed to him. 


Flaginne turned up his eyes, as if to seek forgiveness for this sacrilegious 
remark. “Quite nice?” he moaned. “Do you know that 2042 was the finest 
year for Chateauneuf du Pape?” 


Parker raised his grizzled eyebrows. “That right? Oh well, in that case—bon 
sante!” 


They drank, and the rich red wine was like liquid Riviera sunshine inside 
them. The memory of those dark moments in the storm melted away. The 
mountain pastures smiled all around them and the vista of Alpine peaks 
filled them with a sense of space and freedom. 


They were not, however, to enjoy the comfort of FAB 1 much longer. 
Checking the map, Lady Penelope said: “Look out for a place to leave the 
car, there's a good chap, Parker. We shall have to strike over to the east on 
foot.” 


“Yes, m’Lady... Ah, I think I can see just the place to park.” 


A wayside barn, its doors wide open, appeared round a bend in the road. 
Parker eased the Rolls Royce inside. 


As they emerged from the barn all three stopped short, caught by the 
grandeur around them. The evening sky was clear—cloud-hung, but daubed 
with that intense azure that can only be seen on the pure heights of 
mountains. There was no hint of the black storm that had chased and all but 
wrecked Seabird. 


“Perfectly lovely!” murmured Lady Penelope. Flaginne stirred with some 
pride. “Your English landscape does not compare with this, eh?” 


Parker gave him a baleful look. “We got scenery to knock this into a cocked 
hat.” 


The sight of the lowering sun made Lady Penelope check her watch. “It will 
be dark in half an hour. Let us go ... Parker, be a good chap and bring my 
poncho in case it gets cold. And please bring my handbag, and the map.” 


“Yes, m’ Lady.” 


When Parker returned with the map, Flaginne held out his hand. “May I see 
that?” 


Lady Penelope glanced at him sharply, but Parker explained: “He says he 
knows these parts well, m’ Lady.” 


She nodded and, as she put on her poncho, Flaginne pored over the map. 
Over his shoulder she pointed to the ringed area. “Have you any idea if 
there are any villages or houses within that area?” 


He shook his head firmly. “There is nothing!” he declared. “It is wild, open 
country. No villages. No houses—except...” 


He hesitated. “Except what?” prompted Parker. Flaginne shrugged. “I was 
just remembering the old ruined shooting lodge below the Col de Bayaiche 
—up there. But no one lives there now.” 


“Ts it far?” 
Flaginne folded the map. “No. I will show you.” 


They set off up the mountain side. The rarified atmosphere soon forced 
them into a slow, steady pace. But the climb and the thin air were not their 
only problems. 


“Cor!” panted Parker, mopping his face. “What wouldn’t I give for a nice 
cool mountain breeze right now.” 


Despite the setting of the sun, the fohn wind showed no sign of abating. Hot 
and dry still, it swept down from the heights directly onto the toiling trio. 


Suddenly Flaginne held up a warning hand. The next moment he had 
ducked behind an outcrop of rock. The others crouched beside him. 


“What is it?” asked Lady Penelope softly. 


Flaginne pointed around the rock. “I was wrong. There is someone at the 
old shooting lodge!” 


Peering around, Parker and Lady Penelope made out the outlines of a 
building. In one window a light was burning. Above the droning of the 
wind they could hear the hum of machinery. 


As Lady Penelope moved her head closer to Parker’s he caught the 
fragrance of Soupcon de Peril, her own exclusive perfume. She murmured: 
“T’m going to get a closer look—and a photograph, if I can. This might 
have something to do with the fohn mystery.” 


“But m’Lady! It might be risky—” 


She pressed his arm. “Don’t worry, Parker. I’ll be very careful.” 
She slipped away into the darkness. 


He knew better than to argue, or to follow. A burglar by profession, he had 
always considered himself an expert at moving quietly in the dark. But 
Lady Penelope, highly trained in ‘shadowing’, almost made him look like a 
novice... He settled down to wait. 


At one corner of the shooting lodge, the sharp outline of a broken wall was 
suddenly softened into smooth curves. Lady Penelope hugged the wall. She 
caught the faint vibration of machinery beneath her feet. The lighted 
window spilled a blob of orange onto the grass a few feet from where she 
stood. Crouching, she moved towards it. Cautiously she peered in ... 


The room was roughly furnished—a few upright chairs around the walls, a 
dresser with some crockery and a settle-bed. A feeble fire flickered in the 
open hearth, and beside it, in a decrepit armchair, sat a man reading a book. 
His face was turned towards the door and half hidden, but from the rough 
clothes he wore Lady Penelope judged him to be a mountain peasant 
farmer. 


It was a picture of domestic peace—a poor working man relaxing after a 
hard day’s toil. But intuition told her that it was too much like a picture. 
There was something just a little stiff about the way the man was sitting in 
the armchair, something rather too angular about the set of his shoulders. 


Reaching into her handbag Lady Penelope took out the tiny Fazuki camera 
which experts of the Japanese firm had produced especially for 
International Rescue agents. It had a black-light attachment for taking shots 
in the dark; but in this case the camera’s electric eye could make use of 
available light. Another refinement was a photoelectric cell-controlled iris 
that automatically calculated and set the correct exposure for any condition 
of light. 


The tiny camera clicked faintly and then Lady Penelope melted into the 
shadows of the wall again. A moment later she was slipping the moist print 
of the picture from the back of the Fazuki. It was only palm-size, but a 


midget magnifying glass which she took from her bag brought every detail 
into sharp close-up. Again the rigid shoulders of the man struck a warning 
note in her brain. She shifted the glass to peer at the book in his hands. 
Immediately the warning note swelled into a full-scale alarm... For the book 
was upside down! 


Lady Penelope realised that the man in the shooting lodge must be a decoy, 
or a guard. Glancing through the window again she knew that she must be 
right. For his face was turned steadfastly towards the door. 


Stooping, she felt about on the ground and picked up a piece of wood. 
Stepping quickly away from the window she flung the wood deftly at the 
door. She had hardly hit the wall again than she saw her missile caught up 
in a cross-fire of blue fork-tongued flashes that emanated from around the 
door jambs. 


As the piece of wood fell to the ground in flames, Lady Penelope turned to 
look into the room. The figure in the chair had moved forward and was 
pressing what appeared to be an alarm button beside the hearth. 


A section of the wall beside the fireplace slid back. And through the 
opening stepped—a robot! At the sight of the steel figure, Lady Penelope 
felt not only surprise, but a sudden surge of triumph. For she knew by the 
design that this could be none other than one of Mr. Steelman’s amazing 
robots. 


The robot clumped straight past the guard, still sitting motionless in the 
chair, rigid and disinterested. Suddenly an astonishing truth flashed into 
Lady Penelope’s mind... The figure of the man was also a robot!... How like 
Steelman, she thought, a grim smile hovering around her delicately painted 
lips. He had always played a lone hand, furthering his fiendish plans for 
power and wealth mainly with the help of his steel monsters. 


But what was Mr. Steelman up to in this remote corner of the Maritime 
Alps? 


But this was not the time for questions and answers; her lightning reflexes 
were already at work. The robot had now reached the door, which opened 


automatically. But the few seconds it took the robot to emerge from the 
shooting lodge were enough for Lady Penelope. With a heave she had the 
window open a few inches—enough to admit her fashion-model figure. She 
landed lightly on her toes and walked casually towards the secret opening in 
the wall. As she passed the figure in the chair, she could not help but admire 
the precise and lifelike moulding of its plastic features. 


Beyond the secret opening a flight of rough-hewn stone steps led 
downwards. Her feet stepped lightly, making no sound. The hum of 
machinery grew louder, the vibrations stronger and, suddenly, the white 
glare of fluorescent lighting poured from an open doorway. Lady Penelope 
flattened against one side of it, and peered in... 


As her eyes took in the details of the stonewalled cellar, she was conscious 
also of the overpowering heat of the place. One wall was crammed with 
machinery, part of which looked like a battery of huge electric fans. 
Attending these fans were several of Mr. Steelman’s robots, and others were 
stationed beside a control panel winking with lights. 


Lady Penelope stepped into the cellar. The Fazuki clicked once ... twice ... 


She turned to go—and found herself looking into the thin, mocking face of 
the man who had sworn to kill her. 


“Good evening, Lady Penelope!” said Mr. Steelman. “Won’t you step into 
my workshop?” 


CHAPTER FOUR 


Parker Rides Pillion 


PARKER had that tight, screwed-up feeling inside him which always 
warned him of impending danger. 


The nervous twitching and snuffling of Flaginne, huddled nearby, did 
nothing to ease the suspense. The dazzling fusillade of forked blue light, 
sparked off by Lady Penelope’s piece of wood, brought him tensely to his 
toes, ready to race to the rescue. Then he relaxed as he spotted the slim 
figure of his mistress outlined for a moment before she slipped through the 
window. 


Flaginne’s hard shoulder nudged him. “Look! Great heaven—look!” 


For a few seconds the oblong of yellow light, which was the open doorway, 
was blocked by the grotesque bulk of the robot. Then they saw the steel 
figure swing its arms in a menacing, scooping gesture as it stalked away 
from the shooting lodge. 


Like Lady Penelope, Parker had seen such figures before. Once more his 
hand wandered towards his head to finger the scar on his scalp, a scar 
inflicted by one of Mr. Steelman’s robots... perhaps this very one! 


Despite his apprehension a delicious sense of grim anticipation tingled in 
Parker’s stolid frame. Whatever strange whim of fortune had brought them 
right to the entrance of another of Steelman’s dark hiding places, he was 
thankful for the chance to pay back the blow of that metal fist! 


He grabbed Flaginne by the arm, and found him trembling. “Steady on, 
chum!” he hissed into the other’s ear. “It’s only a robot!” 


“But it’s—but it’s searching for someone. .. maybe us!” quavered Flaginne. 


“So? What makes you think we can’t outwit a big hunk of steel?” scoffed 
Parker. “Now listen— I’ve got a plan.” 


He whispered urgently while his eyes followed the steady advance of the 
robot as it quartered the ground before the shooting lodge. Every sweep of 
its seeking arms would have broken half the bones in a man’s body... Parker 
realised this as he emerged from behind the rocks and walked straight 
towards the steel monster. 


Ten yards away from the robot Parker slowed down. The figure before him 
went on scooping, to the left, to the right, apparently ignorant of his 
presence. Seven yards away... He could hear the steel arms cut the air with a 
vicious whistle. Five yards... 


The robot straightened. Within its massive steel chest, a radar valve homed- 
in on target with a triumphant whistle. Parker ducked a vicious sweep. He 
turned and ran down the mountain side, the steel feet following him with 
astonishing speed. 


Parker stumbled over a rock and hit the ground with a shock that left him 
gasping. He stumbled to his feet just in time to fling himself beyond the 
reaching arms of his pursuer. 


Cor! I hope I can remember that cliff-face we had to skirt on the way up, he 
thought. 


He was leaping recklessly down the rock-strewn slope. On the point of 
launching himself into another jump, he suddenly sensed danger. Looking 
down he saw the pool of darkness where the chasm yawned. 


He whirled. The robot was bearing down rapidly. Parker stood his ground. 
Nearer and nearer it came. A split second before the steel arms began their 
inexorable sweep, he dropped to his hands and knees. 


The robot paused, as if puzzled. But Parker knew that its monitored 
responses were ticking over and its next grab would be close to the ground. 


“Right!” he yelled. “Now!... NOW!” 


Flaginne appeared behind the robot. He ran, arms crooked from the elbow. 
His outspread hands caught the steel figure square in the back. The old 


schoolboy’s dodge worked like a charm. The victim stumbled like any 
human, the steel shins caught Parker painfully in the ribs—and over went 
the robot, down into the chasm. 


The crashes as it bounced from rock to rock reverberated across the peaks. 
As the last frightening echoes faded, Parker turned away, massaging his 
bruised side. “Thanks, chum!” he panted. 


“Tt was your plan,” grunted Flaginne. “And a good job for you it worked! 
But what is this business all about? What was a robot doing in the old 
shooting lodge?” 


Parker moved past him. “I dunno, chum. But maybe Lady Penelope has 
found the answer. Come on!” 


Outside the lighted window of the lodge, Parker handed his companion a 
car-key, attached to a leather tab. “I’m going in there,” he said. “If I’m not 
back in half an hour, you make for the barn. This is the key to the Rolls 
Royce. Drive to that phone box we passed a few miles back. Inside this 
leather tab there’s the phone number of one of our agents. Call him and tell 
him what’s happened. Okay?” 


Flaginne nodded before he faded into the darkness. Parker bent and began 
to squirm through the window. Once inside he paused to feel some of his 
bumps and bruises. “Cor! If it wasn’t enough to be kicked by a robot—now 
I get nearly squashed trying to creep through a six-inch slit!” he told 
himself ruefully. 


He was halfway across the room to the secret opening when he spotted the 
man in the chair, apparently engrossed in reading a book. Picking up a 
three-legged stool, Parker crept up. 


Crack! Down came the stool on the other’s head. For a moment the 
unshakeable cracksman was visibly shaken—the plastic skull split in two, 
one half bounced on the floor and pieces of electronic equipment spilled 
from the robot’s head. 


“Cor!” exclaimed Parker aloud. Then he grinned with relief. “Well, well! I 
think you’ve spilled some of your brains, chum!” he chuckled. 


Stepping through the opening in the wall, he went down the steps on tiptoe, 
the stool still in his hand. As he peered into the vast underground workshop 
his quick brain sized up the strength of the opposition. He saw that he was 
completely outnumbered by robots. But he also noticed that, as he entered 
the room, the steel figures seemed completely unaware of his presence as 
they kept on tending to the great fans and other machinery. 


Then he spotted Lady Penelope. She was on her back, spread-eagled upon a 
wooden frame, with leather straps securing her ankles and wrists. 


Parker was at her side in a few lithe bounds. 


Dropping the stool he began to undo the straps. But he froze as a voice 
behind him said: “That will be enough.” 


Parker turned slowly. He knew too much about the owner of the voice to 
risk a fighting turn. 


“Blimey, Mr. Steelman! You never give up, do you?” he quipped, looking 
past the menacing barrel of a deadly Kruger Forty-Five Power Blaster into 
the sinister face of the robot king. 


Steelman’s eyes glinted behind his spectacles, with an expression almost of 
pleasure. “As you say, Parker, I never give up. Never! And now, if you 
would lie down on that frame next to your charming employer, please ...?” 


Parker allowed himself to be trussed-up without a murmur. He was 
concentrating on keeping his wrist and ankles taut, in the hope that he might 
slip out of the straps once he could relax. 


Mr. Steelman stood back, apparently satisfied. “Well, my friends, you 
escaped my little storm at sea, but you won’t escape this time.” 


Lady Penelope raised her head to look at him. “Your storm, Mr. Steelman. 
Oh, come now! You don’t expect us to believe that!” 


The casually-phrased taunt found its mark—as she hoped it would. A flush 
coloured the other’s pasty cheeks. “You don’t believe it? You think I am 
lying?” 


Parker heaped fuel onto the fire with a short laugh. “Ha ha! Go on, 
Steelman—you aint going to tell us you’ve found how to stir up a storm?” 
The cold eyes narrowed behind the steel-rimmed spectacles. “You felt the 
warm wind as you came up here?” he thundered. 


“The fohn wind?” murmured Lady Penelope. “No!” Steelman almost 
shrieked. “Does the fohn belong to these Alps? No! It is my wind! Do you 
feel the heat in here? Do you see those fans? You fools! Is it too much to 
believe that my brain has found the way to use the weather as a weapon’... I 
can create a storm, do you understand? And control it!” 


Despite the sweltering heat of the cellar Parker felt a chill of apprehension 
run through him. The man was mad, of course. But he was obviously telling 
the truth. What else could explain the freak fohn wind that was 
disconcerting the weather experts? What else could explain the deadly 
accuracy with which the hurricane squall had chased Seabird! 


“How very extraordinary!” Lady Penelope said sweetly. “It would seem that 
you have invented a rather deadly weapon, Mr. Steelman. I do hope you 
will be careful with it.” 


Steelman laughed aloud. But it was a harsh sound, without any real humour. 
“T shall be careful to get my price for it!” he grated. “With this invention in 
his hands a man might dominate the world, eh, Lady Penelope?” 


She sighed regretfully, gazing up at the ceiling. “I’m afraid you are still as 
much a day-dreamer as ever, Mr. Steelman.” 


He moved away from them angrily. “Yes. You are right. The time for day- 
dreams is past. Now I will act! This experimental plant of mine has proved 
my invention perfect... Now I shall destroy it. And I’m afraid you must be 
destroyed with it, my interfering friends!” 


Parker raised his eyebrows. “Destroy your invention?” 


Steelman came and stood over him, holding a black box in his hand. “This 
is the ‘brain’ box of my invention!” he boasted. “The machinery I can 
always replace... But now I really must be going.” 


He moved away and picked up a small red box, studded with buttons and 
dials, which Lady Penelope recognized as the panel with which he 
controlled his robots. As he operated the controls, two of the robots left the 
fans and came towards him. Picking up the wooden frames on which the 
prisoners were tied, they carried them to the great electronic furnace which 
was producing the hot air. Quickly the robots fastened the frames to the 
wall. 


Flinching at the intense heat, Lady Penelope and Parker watched as their 
captor marshalled his steel men and marched them out of the underground 
workshop. As the metallic tramp of feet died away overheard, Mr. Steelman 
made a mocking bow in the direction of Lady Penelope. 


“In a way I shall be rather sorry that you won’t be around on future 
occasions to match wits with me,” he said. “I rather enjoyed our little 
encounters ... Oh, may I explain what is going to happen after I leave the 
shooting lodge? I have set the controls to—er—shall we say ‘run wild’! The 
furnace will naturally overheat before long, and then—pouf!—there will be 
a large, untidy crater in this particular spot.” Steelman chuckled, adjusting 
his spectacles nervously, rather like an eager schoolboy describing a 
dangerous chemistry experiment. “I might say that before the big bang 
comes, however, you will both be—ha ha!—a trifle hot under the collar! 
And incidentally, the wind that will be generated will sweep down the 
mountain to cause a first-class storm in the Mediterranean!” Still chuckling, 
he walked to the door. 


Lady Penelope spoke casually: “Mr. Steelman!” He turned. “Yes?” 
“May I have a last wish?” 
A thin, hard smile came to his lips. “Perhaps! What is it?” 


“T would rather like a last cigarette, if you don’t mind. You’ll find them in 
the side pocket of my handbag. They’re Turkish. And my holder is there 


too. I believe.” 


He picked up the handbag. “You are a very cool customer, Lady Penelope,” 
he admitted with grudging admiration. “You shall have your last wish.” 


Reaching up, he placed the jewelled holder with the glowing cigarette in her 
mouth. She puffed gratefully, thanking him with her eyes. 


He left the workshop and they heard him climb the stone steps. The door of 
the secret opening closed with a heavy metallic clang. 


Parker looked across to where Lady Penelope was calmly smoking. 
“M’Lady!” 


“Yes, Parker?” 


“IT gave the car-key to Flaginne. He must have gone to call the emergency 
number by now.” 


She nodded but said nothing. It seemed to Parker that she was concentrating 
all her attention on the cigarette-holder. He watched her with a sudden 
tingle of hope-filled anticipation. He had never yet known a tight spot in 
which Lady Penelope had not been able to produce a trump card... Now, 
fascinated, he realised that the cigarette-holder was slowly growing longer! 


“M’Lady—!” he began, then broke off. “Sorry!” he added, “you carry on. 
That must be mighty sore work on the jaws!” 


It was obvious that she was somehow unscrewing the holder. The purpose 
of it flashed into his mind. “Cor! She’Il be able to reach her wrist fastenings 
in a minute. She’!! burn ’em through with the cigarette!” 


It was a slow business however. And by now the furnace and the fans had 
begun to ‘run wild’, as Steelman had promised. The heat was growing 
unbearable. .. And still Lady Penelope calmly worked on the cigarette- 
holder with her mouth. At last, by stretching her neck, she was able to press 
the glowing end of the cigarette against the strap. Fifty seconds later the 


strap parted. Deftly she freed her other hand, then her feet. A moment later 
she was helping Parker to scramble down from his frame. 


“Thanks, m’Lady!” he gasped, wiping the perspiration from his brow. “I 
always knew it was nice and ’ot in the South of France ... but this is 
ridiculous!” 


They raced up the steps. Parker put his hard shoulder to the door, but it 
never budged. 


Lady Penelope had taken a pencil-torch from her handbag. She ran the 
beam down the wall. “No use, Parker. It’s sheet steel,” she said. “Stand 
back a moment, there’s a good chap. This shouldn’t take a moment.” 


From her handbag she took a fountain pen. Holding it away from her, she 
twisted the cap, bringing into play a highly-condensed Laser beam. 


She held the beam close to the steel door, then moved it slowly, tracing a 
large circle. And wherever the beam touched, it sliced through the steel as 
easy as Cutting butter. 


Seconds later they were scrambling into the room and racing for the 
window. Climbing through, they ran down the dark hillside ... 


Somewhere behind them there was an ominous rumbling. Parker felt the 
ground tremble under his flying feet. “Down, m’Lady! Get flat on the 
deck!” he yelled. 


As they threw themselves flat, a brilliant flash of light lit up the night sky 
and the still night was shattered by the explosion of the underground plant. 
Splintered wood and bits of metal rained down around them. 


At last they dared to look round. Of the shooting lodge there was no trace, 
but flames leapt high from the crater where it had stood. 


“He wasn’t kidding!” said Parker. “Pouf!—and there’s just a big hole.” 


Lady Penelope was on her feet, dusting herself fastidiously. “Dear me! I 
really must bath and change my clothes as soon as we reach a hotel,” she 


said. “Come along, Parker! This explosion is going to attract attention from 
that town we passed through. We’d better not be around when the 
authorities get here. I have no wish to be asked awkward questions.” 


They hurried back to the barn. It was empty, as they expected. 
“What now, m’ Lady?” queried Parker. 


Lady Penelope held up her hand, and turned her head to one side, listening 
intently. “I think we’ll stay here out of sight, Parker, for the moment,” she 
replied. “We will be having company in a little while.” 


Far down the road he caught the wail of a siren. In a few moment a trail of 
headlights could be seen, tracing the wide sweeps of the road. A fire-engine 
with a flashing red light on top was first on the scene. It drew up a hundred 
yards from the barn and some of the firemen made towards the fire on foot. 
Cars and scooters began to arrive too, most of the newcomers being 
sightseers from the town. Chattering excitedly, they began to straggle across 
the mountainside, which was now lit by the powerful floodlights of the fire- 
engine. 


Lady Penelope turned to Parker. “No need to stay out of sight now, eh 
Parker? I rather fancy we will pass for sightseers!” 


“Oh yes, m’ Lady.” 


They strolled down the road, passing a few firemen and spectators who 
stood chatting as they watched the spectacle from a distance. 


Lady Penelope walked slowly past the rows of scooters parked on the 
verges and stopped next to a powerful red Ferrovia Powerthrust Sixty. 


“Parker!” 
“Yes, m’ Lady?” 


“This is rather against my principles, but in the present circumstances I fear 
we have no alternative but to borrow this machine.” 


He stared. In the reflected light of the floodlights her smooth profile was 
calm and unconcerned. “A nice-looking machine, don’t you think?” she 
said. 


“Yes, m’Lady. But I can’t drive a scooter.” “That’s all right. I can. Climb on 
the pillion seat, there’s a good chap.” 


He obeyed, though with a trace of reluctance. It didn’t seem right, 
somehow, to be a passenger and to have to put his arms round Lady 
Penelope’s waist. 


She started up the engine, swung the Ferrovia expertly onto the crown of 
the road and zoomed away. Parker peered back over his shoulder, half 
expecting to see someone running or waving as they raised the alarm. But 
apparently they were in luck, for their departure seemed to arouse no 
interest. 


“Tt’s a tricky road, Parker!” she called over her shoulder. “We ought to be 
able to go much faster than Flaginne. I’m going to try and overtake FAB 
1!... Hold on! Here we go!” 


She flicked the switch that brought the twin jets into full operation. The 
steady purr of the engine rose to a roar of triumph as the little red bike took 
off like a rocket. 


Lady Penelope drove like a demon. Parker hung on grimly. He had long ago 
given up expecting to find any accomplishment at which Lady Penelope 
was not adept. But he had to admit to himself that he had never expected to 
find her a skilled scooterist. For skilled she obviously was. He soon lost any 
qualms he might have had, as she wove around the tortuous mountain bends 
at a cool seventy-five. 


At this rate, he thought, they might catch up with Flaginne ... Suddenly, 
however, a new sound registered in his brain, above the roar of the scooter’s 
jets. It was a deep-throated hum. 


Parker puzzled over it for a few minutes. The solution came with a sudden 
shock. He put his mouth close to her ear and yelled: “There’s a hovercraft, 


m'Lady. Look! Just passing overhead.” 


She braked the machine as the hovercraft swept low over the road. It 
showed no lights, but they saw it outlined against the night sky. 


“Police?” wondered Parker. “They must have radioed to the town from that 
fire truck, about the scooter being stolen, m’ Lady.” 


Lady Penelope shook her head slowly. “I don’t think it is the police, Parker. 
They would never fly without lights. In fact, I really don’t think they would 
use a hovercraft in this mountain area at all—especially at night.” 


Parker scratched his chin. “Hm! You’re right there, m’ Lady... Come to think 
of it, only amadman—’” He broke off as the truth hit him. “A madman!” 


“Quite so, Parker,” said Lady Penelope. “I rather expected Mr. Steelman to 
come back to check that his plan had succeeded.” 


Parker stared after the hovercraft. “Cor! I wonder if he has spotted us, 
m’ Lady?” 


She shrugged slim shoulders. “I fancy not—or we wouldn’t be alive to 
discuss it! But I’m rather afraid he’s going to spot FAB 1!” 


Parker’s big shoulders stiffened. “That’s right! He’s bound to spot it if he’s 
following the road down the valley ... We’d better get going, m’Lady— 
don’t you think?” 


She kicked the machine into life. “I quite agree, Parker. If we don’t overtake 
the car first, I’m afraid Mr. Flaginne is in for a spot of trouble.” 


They roared off, Lady Penelope giving the Ferrovia full throttle. It seemed 
to Parker that they almost lay parallel with the road as they tore round the 
sharper bends. Branches of invisible trees reached out maliciously from the 
inky blackness and clawed at the machine and its two riders. 


Then they spotted the headlights of a car on a loop of the mountain road 
below them. They began to overhaul the car rapidly. But they were still a 
quarter mile behind it when the first flare lit the area with a dazzling white 


light. The effect was almost disastrous for the scooter riders. Temporarily 
blinded, Lady Penelope clamped on the brakes. With tyres complaining 
loudly, the scooter went into a slide on the mist-damp road surface. They 
shot up onto the grass verge, where for a few bone-shaking seconds she 
fought the Ferrovia to a halt. 


The hovercraft pilot had dropped two or three more flares. They reflected in 
the mirror-like polish of the pink Rolls Royce, which it was Parker’s 
constant joy to keep in perfect condition. 


Flaginne had panicked at the first flare and, swerving the car at a crazy 
angle, had ended up with the double front wheels inches away from a steep 
drop into a gorge. He leapt out and began to scuttle towards some trees. But 
the hovercraft stooped swiftly, like a hawk on a rabbit. Something hit the 
ground four feet in front of the fleeing man. A cloud of white smoke arose. 
Flaginne shrieked and tried to stop himself. But his impetus carried him into 
the cloud. He staggered, clutched at his throat, and crumpled. 


The hovercraft touched down neatly on the road and Steelman jumped out. 
He stuck a candle-flare into the soil, reached into the plane for his Kruger 
Forty-Five, and then hurried towards FAB 1. The snarl of a scooter brought 
him up short. He whirled to find the red machine flashing down the road 
towards him. Even as his finger depressed the button of the power blaster, 
his astonished brain registered the fact that the scooter was riderless. 


The Kruger’s lethal discharge sliced clean through the streamlined metal 
frame. The Ferrovia spun into the air, twin jets gone crazy. It hurtled into a 
tree, flaring it into a flaming torch. 


Lady Penelope was already running towards the Rolls Royce. Steelman saw 
her, but his reaction— as she had so rightly surmised—was thrown off- 
balance by the shock of the riderless scooter. The Kruger was only half way 
through the ninety degree turn it would have to make in order to mow her 
down, when Parker started his diversionary attack. A lump of rock hit 
Steelman in the chest. He reeled backwards. 


Parker charged forward, yelling like a dervish. But his language was strictly 
London barrow-boy... “Apples a pound, tomatoes! Cabbage and parsnips! 


Loverly grub!” 

A second rock caught Steelman on the knuckles of his left hand. With an 
agonized expression, he shifted the power blaster to his right hand, sucking 
the blood from his injured fingers. 


By now Lady Penelope had reached her car. She leapt into the driver’s seat. 
The engine purred into life. She reversed from the gorge’s edge, and then 
trod on the accelerator at the same moment as she spun the steering wheel. 
FAB 1 shot towards Mr. Steelman, who was still nursing his injured hand, 
and at the same time dodging the hail of stones which Parker was hurling. 


The double attack was too much. Steelman turned and tore back to his 
hovercraft. He scrambled to safety, and fumbled at the controls to lift the 
craft from the path of the car. 


As the craft rose from the surface of the road Lady Penelope jerked the car 
to a standstill, at the same time pressing the trigger button in front of her. 
FAB 1’s machine-guns began to chatter angrily. The tracers tore upwards 
towards the escaping hovercraft. It lurched, seemed about to crash, then 
made off over the tree tops. 


Parker raced towards the Rolls Royce. “Oh, nice work, m’Lady!” he 
exclaimed. “You crippled him all right. He’ll never make it to the bottom of 
the valley... Cor! I bet he crashes and burns!” 


“Wishful thinking!” said Lady Penelope lightly. “I feel sure Mr. Steelman 
will not be cancelled out quite so easily . .. But come along, Parker! We had 
better have a look at Flaginne and see whether he is dead or not.” 


CHAPTER FIVE 


A Rival for Lady Penelope 


MR. Steelman was in a temper. He had nursed his crippled hovercraft over 
the Maritime Alpine passes into the craggy confines of Revonia. But he had 
risked his life several times. Treacherous peaks had risen up out of the night 
to try and spear him. a spider-like suspension bridge had almost plucked 


him from the dark sky, with its web of steel, and he had been shot at by 
frontier guards as he crossed the border. 


Now came the last straw. He had piloted the hovercraft up the wild bandit 
valley of Emodisk, and was coming down to land on a hidden plateau, when 
his radio crackled into life and a high-pitched voice screeched a warning. 


“Do not land here. It is forbidden. Repeat, do not land here. We will shoot if 
you come any closer!” 


Steelman’s voice was hoarse with rage as he grabbed the microphone and 
barked: “This is Steelman, you fool! Do you want me to blast you out of 
that hole in the rock? Turn on the landing lights.” 


There was a short silence. Then the same high-pitched voice spoke again, 
but with less vehemence. “Identify yourself! What is the password?” He 
thumbed the microphone switch angrily. “How do I know your stupid 
password!” he bellowed. “Haven’t I been busy at the shooting lodge? Tell 
Lazio that he has just one minute to turn on the landing lights. If he doesn’t, 
I shall wipe his band of brigands off the face of the mountain!” Another 
pause followed this threat. Then the radio voice answered sulkily: “General 
Lazio signifies you may land.” 


Hooded lights, arranged in a circle, blazed into life on the plateau. The 
hovercraft limped wearily towards the area and touched down with a jarring 
bump, coming to rest at a crazy angle. 


As Steelman lowered himself to the ground, soldiers in black leather 
uniforms came running, guns at the ready. They fell back at the sight of the 
bedraggled figure. There was no flicker of welcome on any of their cruel, 
olive-skinned faces. They waited sullenly, resting on their rifles and staring 
with expressionless faces. 


Steelman gave them a quick, contemptuous glance. He passed a weary hand 
over his white face. “Where’s Lazio?” he demanded. 


A high-pitched woman’s voice answered: “The General is busy in his 
office. You will come with me, Steelman.” 


He turned to meet a girl dressed in the same black leather uniform as the 
guards. She was petite and raven-haired, with fine aquiline features and 
fiery eyes. Steelman brushed aside her haughty glance with an impatient 
wave of the hand. “It was you on the radio just now?” 


“T was on radio duty, yes.” 


“Then in future you will—” 
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“There will be no ‘in future’,” she snapped. “We are leaving this place.” 
“What! You can’t do that. Not yet!” said Steelman. 


“Can’t?” Her voice mocked him openly. “Are you leading the rebel forces, 
or is my father?” Choking with rage, Steelman took a step towards her. One 
of the guards shifted his position, casually fingering his gun. Steelman 
noticed the gesture and, controlling his anger, he demanded: “Take me to 
your father at once.” 


The girl led him down steps cut in a rock-face. They passed between guards 
into the entrance of a tunnel which opened out into a cave magnificently 
furnished with carpets and antiques. A huge map of Revonia hung from one 
wall and beneath it, at a desk, sat General Lazio. 


He gave Steelman a cursory nod, but his powerful mahogany-coloured face 
was split by a smile of welcome for his daughter. “Tania, my little one!” he 


rumbled. “Should you not be getting your beauty sleep?” 


She frowned. “I wish you would not treat me as a child,” she complained. “I 
have put on the uniform of your rebel soldiers and I want to be treated like 
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one. 


His eyes twinkled fondly. “Very well then, soldier!” he barked. “Return to 
your duties—and bring me a bottle of wine, eh? Ha, ha!” 


Tania flung herself angrily out of the room. Still chuckling, Lazio rose to 
his feet and moved round the desk. He was a huge man, and the broad 
expanse of his chest and shoulders was emphasised by his uniform, with its 
stiff gold braid and glittering epaulettes. 


“Well, Steelman? You have come to confess that you cannot create storms 
after all, eh?” “No!” Steelman shouted the word, banging his fist on the 
desk for emphasis. “My experiment has been a complete success. I can do 
what I promised. My storms can be the most powerful weapon in your 
armoury ... But you must give me time!” “Time?” Lazio shambled up and 
down like a caged bear. 


“Yes,” said Steelman. “Your daughter tells me you are planning to leave this 
hideout.” 


Lazio whirled. “Yes, I have made my plans. All is ready for the day of 
liberation. We shall attack. We shall grind them into the earth. I shall lead 
my country to a new dawn of freedom.” 


Steelman leaned towards him. “You cannot hope to succeed without my 
storm, Lazio. Think of it! I can aim a whirlwind at the Army and 
demoralize it! All you will have to do is surround them with your tanks and 
armour.” 


Lazio brushed the other man aside. The chair behind the desk groaned in 
protest as he flung his great weight into it. “I have delayed too long!” he 
growled. “The time is ripe!” 


Steelman leaned both hands on the desk. His eyes glinted fanatically behind 
his steel-rimmed spectacles as he pleaded his case. “Three weeks, Lazio! 
Give me three weeks to build the machinery—here, in this hideout!” 


Lazio bared tobacco-stained teeth. “Three weeks! Pah!” He stabbed a huge 
finger into Steelman’s chest. “And if I agree, your price is still the same, 
eh?” 


“My price has not changed!” said Steelman. “I still want as much as six of 
my robots can carry from the vaults beneath the Monte Paradiso.” Lazio 
lurched to his feet. Turning towards the map, he began to tap with his 
fingertip the black square, marked by a red flag, which was Revonia’s 
capital, Sangrad. 


“T have seen your robots, Steelman,” he growled over his shoulder. “What 
they can carry from Monte Paradiso will make you the richest man in the 
world.” 


“The second richest!” corrected Steelman, craftily. “The rest of the treasure 
there will be yours, Lazio. And you will have the power of a ruler, as well.” 


The General picked up a cigar and bit off the end. He lit it with great 
deliberation and hurled the match into Steelman’s face. “Very well then. 
Three weeks. But fail me and you will lose more than your chance of 
riches. You will lose your life!” 


Steelman straightened wearily. “I must get some sleep now. Tomorrow I 
shall bring my robots here by barge, to build the machinery.” 


The rebel leader took the cigar from his mouth and gave a dry laugh: “Ha! 
By barge? You fool! Every barge is searched at the border. They have 
blocked every loophole so that we cannot receive arms.” 


“T know that,” said Steelman. “But they will find nothing but coal on my 
barge. The robots are attached to the bottom of the barge—under water!” 


Lazio took the cigar from his mouth to give an appreciative roar of laughter. 
“Ha, ha! Very clever! I like that!" He paused, noticing for the first time the 


torn and filthy condition of Steelman’s clothes. “You had trouble getting 
back here, eh?” 


The other shrugged. “Nothing that I could not handle,” he said. “It was an 
attack by an agent of International Rescue.” 


Lazio blew through thick lips in a gesture of amazement. “So! They are 
after you, eh? That is serious!” 


“Don’t worry, I can take care of it!” bragged Steelman. “The last one of 
their agents to stick his nose into my affairs is now rotting in the Schloss 
Stillban.” 


Swearing furiously, Lazio grabbed him by the lapels. “He is here—in 
Revonia?” 


Steelman disengaged himself. He gave a thin smile. “Yes. And with a mind 
as blank as that piece of paper on your desk... I arranged for him to suffer a 
loss of memory! I also arranged for him to be accused of certain activities 
against the State, for which he has been put into solitary confinement.” 


The rebel leader was still frowning. “Hm! I do not like it. . . This second 
agent—you disposed of him?” 


Steelman shook his head. “No. But I shall. She will not escape me next 
time.” 


Another voice echoed: “She?” 


They turned to find Tania at the entrance to the cave, a bottle of wine in her 
hands. Her piercing black eyes were alight with curiosity. “This secret agent 
is a womanl” 


Steelman hesitated before replying. A sudden plan began to form in his 
brain. He forced a smile. “Yes . .. She is a girl; in fact, about your own age. 
And no ordinary girl, either. She’s a British aristocrat. Her name is Lady 
Penelope.” 


He could see that the girl soldier was completely taken by the idea. “A 
secret agent... and a girl!” she murmured. 


Steelman played his next card carefully. “Yes, it is rare to find a girl with 
spirit enough for such important work... I wish I could employ one to get rid 
of Lady Penelope.” 


She swallowed the bait, hook, line and sinker. “I will help you,” she 
announced. 


General Lazio’s brows came down in a beetling frown. “Wait a moment! I 
will not allow it. That is no work for a woman!” 


She turned on him in a fury. “That is what you said when I wanted to 
become one of the rebels. But have I not done my duty as a soldier? Now I 
will show you that I can be as good an agent as this—this Lady Penelope.” 
She turned to Steelman. “Where must I go? Tell me what I must do!” 


Steelman adjusted his spectacles with a quick motion, to hide the glint of 
triumph in his eyes. “I don’t know where she is at the moment,” he said. 
“But I do know this—she will turn up again!” 


He was right, of course. But not even Steelman would have guessed at the 
audacious way Lady Penelope chose to enter the country. The frontier 
guards had a hard enough time believing the evidence of their own eyes. 


“A car! A pink car!” was the startled announcement, blurted out by one of 
the duty guards who came rushing into the barrack hut. 


Heads turned towards him. Some men just stared while others scoffed and 
jeered in disbelief. “Poor old Carl!” “A little weak in the head, you know!” 
“Are there little green men in this pink car?” 


“Tt’s the truth, you idiots!” yelled Carl. “Come and see for yourselves... A 
Rolls Royce—and it’s pink!” 


Men drifted towards windows and doors, chuckling and declaring loudly 
that they were only doing so to humour the madman. But a stunned silence 


descended a moment later as they caught sight of FAB 1 drawn up at the 
barrier. 


Lady Penelope was sitting, relaxed, in the rear seat. She was cool and 
composed, as ever, and supremely elegant in a camelhair trouser suit with a 
gay, tartan jockey cap perched on her bright hair. 


Parker, immaculate in his trim uniform, had descended from the Rolls 
Royce to present their passports to a dazed-looking guard, who was finding 
it hard to drag his fascinated gaze from the pink limousine. Parker went 
back to the driving seat. 


“Is everything in order, Parker?” 
“Yes, m’ Lady.” 
“Then drive on—there’s a good chap!” 


The barrier was raised and FAB 1 swept past the barrack hut under the 
spellbound gaze of the entire company of frontier guards. 


Parker drove sedately for two miles till Lady Penelope said: “Turn off down 
that lane just ahead, Parker.” 


The big car shrugged aside the potholes in the lane. They stopped in the 
cover of some trees. 


“Let Mr. Flaginne out now, Parker,” said Lady Penelope. 
“Yes, m’ Lady.” 


He opened the luggage boot, lifted out some suitcases, and then touched a 
button hidden under the beading. The whole floor of the luggage boot slid 
aside to reveal a cavity. Lying coiled up there was Flaginne. With Parker’s 
help he climbed stiffly to the ground, grumbling loudly. 


“T wish I had never heard of Lady Penelope! I must have been mad to let 
her bring me here to Revonia ... Do you hear?” 


“T hear you quite well!’ said Parker placidly, as he replaced the luggage and 
closed the boot. 


Flaginne groaned as he massaged his cramped legs. “Look what has 
happened to me since we began this crazy trip!” he exclaimed. “I was 
nearly drowned in a hurricane; nearly killed by a robot; almost choked by 
knock-out gas, after being almost driven over a ravine; and almost 
suffocated in that hiding place in your car. .. And having survived all this— 
what have I got to look forward to? Being arrested and shot.” 


Parker moved away and opened the door of the Rolls Royce. “I wouldn’t 
worry too much,” he suggested. 


“Don’t worry?” Flaginne hobbled forward. “I tell you that I’m a wanted 
man in Revonia and you tell me not to worry!” 


As he climbed into the car, he saw that Lady Penelope was examining a 
map. She favoured him with a quick smile. “A little stiff from the ride, eh, 
Mr. Flaginne? Well, never mind. I see from this map that the Schloss 
Stillban is only two or three miles away, so you’ll soon have plenty of 
exercise.” He scowled. “The only exercise I want is to get out of this 
country as fast as my legs can carry me.” “And so you shall,” she promised, 
“as soon as we atrive at the fortress and you have pointed out the solitary 
confinement cell.” 


Flaginne waved his thin hands in the air. “But— but how can you hope to 
get anyone out of there?” he protested. “I’ve told you—the walls are this 
thick.” He held his outstretched hand three feet apart. 


Lady Penelope folded the map. “You may leave me to worry about 
breaching the wall,” she said. “You may drive on, Parker.” 


They returned to the main road where the pink Rolls Royce swept along 
between swathes of fertile farmland, interspersed with sprawling woods and 
forests. Flaginne forgot his aches and pains as memories of former years 
flooded back. He sat forward, staring around through the car’s transparent 
top, and murmuring to himself. . . “Ah! Yes! The Long Grain Farm! .. . 
And the river. . . Nothing has changed!” 


They rounded a tree-screened comer and Flaginne leaned forward, pointing. 
“There! That is the Schloss Stillban!” 


On a prominent rock overlooking the river stood the great granite-walled 
fortress. Built on the scale of a Westphalian castle, it had withstood the 
attacks of a thousand armies and remained proud and unconquerable for 
five centuries. 


Parker drew up at the roadside. “Cor! I bet nobody escapes from there in a 
hurry!” he mused. 


Flaginne’s quick eyes were roaming the towering walls. “You are right,” he 
said. “For four years I rotted in there. How many times did I plan to escape? 
A hundred times a day!... But nobody escapes from the Schloss Stillban.” 


Parker glanced at him and winked. “There’s always a first time, of course.” 
Lady Penelope was examining the target through powerful binoculars. She 
lowered them and took out the sketch which Flaginne had drawn. “I gather 
we are on the south side of the schloss?” she queried. 

“Yes.” 

“And it is the east wall which we must scale to see the Black Hole?” 


“That is right.” 


With one tapered, silvered nail she traced an uneven black line on the 
sketch. “What is this track which runs under the east wall?” 


Flaginne shrugged. “It is little better than a cart track,” he admitted. 
“Can Parker drive the car along it?” 


Flaginne stared at her. “Are you mad? You would think of driving this—this 
pink Rolls Royce to the very walls?” 


When she nodded, he threw up his hands in a gesture of utter despair. “I do 
not understand!” he wailed. “You could not advertise your presence more 


plainly if you hired a brass band to march in front of you round the 
fortress!” 


“There is often great value in being bold, especially when your opponent 
expects you to be furtive,” said Lady Penelope. 


Flaginne continued to stare at her, quite unable to grasp the logic of her 
audacious reasoning. “When will you make the attempt?” he asked. “You 
will need a hiding place for a few days to make your plans, eh?” 


“Oh no,” replied Lady Penelope. “We shall do it at once.” 


Flaginne lay back in his seat and closed his eyes wearily. “Either you are 
quite mad, or J am quite mad,” he muttered. “You have no guns, no plans, 
no disguise. So you will drive your pink Rolls Royce up to a wall that is 
more than twenty feet high ... and then?” 


Parker grinned over his shoulder. “And then you’re in for a little surprise, 
old chum,” he chuckled. “Now, where’s this cart track?” Muttering his 
disbelief and forecasts of doom, Flaginne directed Parker through a gate 
and across an uneven expanse of pasture land. Two farmhands, working on 
a ditch in the meadow, watched with open mouths and bulging eyes as the 
spectacular FAB 1 drove past. 


Luckily, the cart track was just as Flaginne remembered it. Its familiarity 
restored some of his self-confidence and he kept up a running commentary 
from the back of the car, warning Parker of the sharp dips and twists in the 
track. 


It was also lucky that the rising ground to the left of the track was lined 
with bushes and trees, which screened their approach to the Schloss 
Stillban. 


They emerged from the cover of a pine forest to find themselves fifty yards 
from the towering walls of granite. 


Parker glanced over his shoulder. “It’s up to you now, Flaginne,” he said. 
“Show me where to park so that we’re exactly opposite the Black Hole.” 


The other grasped the back of the driving seat with tightly-clenched fingers. 
His voice was hoarse with tension. “A few more yards.. . Left hand down a 
bit... Straighten up now... Three feet from the white boulder ... Slowly!... 
Stop!” 


Parker was out of the Rolls Royce in a split second. But Lady Penelope was 
already raising the lid of the boot. By the time Flaginne had joined them, 
the astonishing Rolls Royce was about to spring another surprise. For the 
luggage had vanished, and in its place a powerful hydraulic lift had 
appeared. From a corner of the boot, Lady Penelope produced a block of 
foam rubber. Gingerly she separated it into two sections, revealing a 
japanned sandalwood box which bore the crest of the Creighton Ward 
family on the lid. Opening it, she took out—a paper dart! 


Flaginne was quick to notice that one wing of the dart was blue, the other 
red. He watched her hand it with great care to Parker. “What is it?” 
whispered Flaginne. “Why have you coloured the dart?” 


Parker’s reply was to grab him by the arm. “I’ll explain on the way up!” he 
said. “Come on—hop up on the platform!” 


The hydraulic lift had a platform which held two people, protected by a 
railing. Before he could utter a word of protest. Flaginne found himself 
standing beside Parker on the platform. 


“Hold on!” warned Lady Penelope, as she pressed a silvered fingertip 
against a control button and the platform began to rise. Flaginne hung on 
grimly, but Parker leaned negligently against the railing as he held the paper 
dart and explained: “This won’t mean much to you, chum, but the red wing 
is impregnated with something called BS 2,, and the blue wing with NY 10 
... Put them together and you get a big bang. Only you have to know the 
right trick to do it, see?... I hope Roger hasn’t forgotten the know-how. And 
I hope I can get the dart through his window . . . Watch it now! We’re 
nearly at the top!” 


Parker grew suddenly tense as the platform drew level with the top of the 
wall. He gave a hand-signal and the hydraulic lift stopped. The two men 
flung themselves flat on the sharp granite surface and lay, motionless. 


From below came the shrill blast of a whistle. 


Flaginne twitched in a sudden panic but Parker clamped an iron hand on his 
shoulder. “Quiet, chum!” he breathed. “What’s the whistle for?” Flaginne 
relaxed. “I remember now. It was the signal for the new guard coming on 
duty.” 


They inched forward and peered over the edge. In the prison yard below, a 
file of uniformed guards marched towards the building. A few moments 
later, after they had disappeared through a doorway, the old guard came 
marching out. They passed directly beneath the spot from which the two 
men watched. As the rattle of marching feet died away, the watchers caught 
the sound of a sobbing groan. Parker raised his eyes to the grim building. It 
returned his gaze with the blank stare of scores of barred windows. 


“Did you hear that?” asked Parker. “Could it be from the Black Hole?” 


Flaginne shrugged. “It could be.” He raised his head to stare with cold 
hatred at the granite pile which had claimed four years of his life. “I know 
what it can be like in the Black Hole,” he ground out. “I have heard men 
howl like animals there.” 


Parker got to his knees. “Show me the window, chum,” he said quietly. 


Flaginne pointed. “There!... As I told you, it is almost hidden by the 
buttress.” 


Parker rose to his feet. 


“Get down!” hissed Flaginne, frantically. “The guards keep watch out of the 
windows!” 


Ignoring the warning, Parker took a few paces along the wall, intent on 
finding the best position for his fatal shot. Finally he was satisfied. He stood 
with legs apart, his hatchet face showing no slightest trace of emotion. 
Almost nonchalantly, he smoothed the paper dart... 


Then he raised his hand and let fly. 


CHAPTER SIX 


Bullseye for Parker 


AS soon as the dart had left his hand, Parker dropped flat on his face ... For 
in one of the barred windows facing him he could see a prison guard. 


The man was staring straight out, and for a few moments Parker was certain 
his luck had run out. But, with a surge of relief, mingled with a tickle of 
wry humour, he realized that the guard was idly watching the paper dart sail 
through the air. 


Parker wondered what the man’s thoughts were. From the vacant look on 
his face, he guessed they were idle enough thoughts... “Hello! There’s a 
butterfly... No, it’s not! It’s a bird... Or is it a piece of waste-paper?... Wind 
must have sprung up since I came on duty ...” 


Parker was so engrossed in watching the guard that he forgot to follow the 
flight of the paper dart. A gasp from Flaginne jerked him back to reality. 


“You did it!” hissed Flaginne. “It went straight in!” 


Parker grinned. He felt ridiculously light-headed, now that it was done. 
“Cor! Wait till my darts team hear about this!” he chuckled. 


He crawled back to where the other man lay. Looking over the outside of 
the wall, he gave the thumbs-up sign to Lady Penelope. 


But as he turned to face the Schloss Stillban again, his first elation 
evaporated. The really vital moment was still to come. Had Roger noticed 
the paper dart fly through the window? Was he too weak to do anything 
about it? Or would he even remember his escape training, which had taught 
him how to take two pieces of paper impregnated with secret-formula 
explosive and combine them to produce a powerful blast? 


The seconds ticked by and became a minute. Parker counted the next thirty 
seconds under his breath. Then he pushed himself up into a kneeling 


position. His palms stung, and he glanced down to find that in the tension of 
the moment he had been pressing his hands against the granite until they 
bled. 


He was on the point of moving towards the hydraulic lift, meaning to seek 
further instructions from Lady Penelope, when there came a muffled blast 
from below. 


Flaginne was on his knees now, trembling with excitement and forgetful of 
the danger. 


“Took!” 


At the base of the wall directly below the halfhidden window of the Black 
Hole was a gaping hole. Lumps of dislodged granite lay around the prison 
yard and a film of dust and smoke hung in the air. Through the hole 
scrambled a man in grey prison dress. He dropped into the yard, picked 
himself up, ran a few tottering steps towards the outer wall and crumbled to 
the ground. 


“He’s been hurt in the blast!” snapped Parker. “I’ve got to get down there.” 


From a compartment in the floor of the lift, he took a nylon ladder. 
Clamping it to ring-bolts in the platform, he tossed it down inside the wall. 


Flaginne raised a warning hand. “Listen! The alarms are sounding in the 
fortress! They’ll be in the yard in a minute!” 


Parker ignored him as he half-climbed and halfslid down the ladder. His 
feet hit the prison yard with a jarring thud. He sprinted to where Roger 
Lyon lay, a trickle of blood running from a wound in the head. 


“Come on, old chum!” grunted Parker, heaving him onto his feet. “Time to 
go home. Lady Penelope is waiting for you.” 


The mention of her name acted like a dash of cold water. Roger pulled 
himself away from Parker’s supporting arms. He opened his eyes and stood 
swaying on his feet. “Lead—on—Parker!” he said slowly. 


They reached the rope ladder. Parker pushed the other man up the first few 
rungs. As he climbed after him he heard shouts, the shrilling of whistles and 
the clatter of feet. He tensed himself, expecting at any moment to become a 
target for the guns of the guards. But Roger had reached the top and was 
clawing his way over the top of the wall before the first bullet smacked into 
the granite beside Parker. 


Lady Penelope’s voice spoke casually above his head. “Jolly good show, 
Parker. Up you come, while I attend to these fellows with the guns.” 


As he pulled himself up, he saw her toss her lipstick container into the yard. 
He could not resist turning to watch the effect. The lipstick hit the ground 
close to the guards and immediately erupted into a cloud of yellowish 
smoke which spread with great rapidity. The guards went down like 
ninepins, clutching at their throats. 


Parker had now reached the top of the wall. “Nice work, m’Lady!” he 
gasped. 


The hydraulic lift hummed upwards towards them. “I sent the other two 
down,” explained Lady Penelope. “Shall we be popping along, too, 
Parker?” 


“Smashing idea, m’ Lady!” 


The lift took them swiftly to the ground. Fifteen seconds later the Rolls 
Royce swept away from the Schloss Stillban. Thirty seconds later it was out 
of sight behind the pine forest. 


The thin, high voice of a siren wailed its warning. Parker showed no sign of 
having heard it. He sat upright at the wheel, quite relaxed, jockeying the big 
car over the rough track. 


Lady Penelope dressed the wound on Roger Lyon’s head with expert 
fingers. “There! That will do until we get you to a doctor,” she said. “Now 
there is bound to be a road block. Do you think you can bear to be cooped 
up in another black hole?” 


He forced a weak smile. “Sure! I’ve hidden in there before, remember?” 


She leaned forward and tapped Parker on the shoulder. “Stop as soon as you 
can, Parker. We’|l transfer Roger to the boot.” 


They drew up in the shelter of some plane trees and Parker helped the 
escaped agent out of FAB 1. It was obvious that he was fighting 
unconsciousness. Lady Penelope opened the boot and Flaginne, who had 
followed her from the car, saw that the hydraulic lift had disappeared and 
the luggage was back in its place. She opened the secret compartment for 
Roger. 


“What about me?” demanded Flaginne. “Where are you going to hide me?” 


Parker glanced at the other’s white face as he lowered the lid of the boot. 
“Hop in, and don’t worry!” he advised. “Lady Penelope has a trick or two 
up her sleeve.” 


They reached the road and drove down it at a leisurely speed. A grey-brown 
hoverjet came hedgehopping towards them. It flew low along the road, 
matching the speed of the Rolls Royce, while prison guards peered through 
the car’s transparent top at the occupants. Lady Penelope smiled and waved, 
and began to take movie pictures of the hoverjet. 


“Do you think I look like a tourist?” she asked lightly. 


Parker half turned his head. “Oh, I fancy so, m’Lady .. . How about me 
chalking a notice on the front—something like ‘Always tour by Rolls’? It 
might complete the disguise!” 


She wrinkled her shapely nose at the idea. “No. I hardly think it’s necessary, 
Parker. The movie camera should be enough... There, the hoverjet is 
leaving!” 


“Flying on to warn the road block m’Lady,” he suggested. “Probably 
around the next bend.” 


He was right. Behind a steel barrier, armoured vehicles were drawn up. 
Parker stopped the car. He got out and opened the door for Lady Penelope 
who descended, clutching the camera in her hands. 


“Oh, isn’t this perfectly thrilling, Parker?” she cooed. “I really must get 
some pictures of it.” 


The camera whirred as a group of guards came towards her. “Lovely!” she 
exclaimed, lowering the camera. “You looked simply splendid marching 
along towards me! You will all look simply gorgeous in colour on the 
screen at home.” 


They halted, a bit nonplussed by this greeting. One or two exchanged 
sheepish grins. But Parker was quick to notice that the praise did not go 
amiss with the officer in charge, a swarthy man with drooping black 
moustaches who seemed to swell a few inches with pride as they watched. 
He assumed a haughty scowl as he demanded “Your passports, please!” 


As the officer examined their papers, several of the guards examined FAB 
1. Parker resisted the temptation to turn his head as one guard got into the 
Rolls Royce. Instead he stood there, stiff and aloof, feeling his scalp tingle 
with anticipation. From the sound of it, the man inside FAB 1 was pounding 
the upholstery with the butt of his rifle. Parker felt his knees go watery. 


“Very well, Lady Penelope!” 


The black moustache was handing back the passports with a gallant bow. 
She fixed him with a glance of open admiration. 


“Oh, General! You are such a romantic figure! I feel you are the very spirit 
of Revonia—truly! Would you mind awfully if I took some more pictures of 
you as you march your men back and remove the barrier for us?. .. Please, 
General?” 


Another bow. The lieutenant (anyone could see he was a mere one-pipper, 
thought Parker... especially Lady Penelope!) twirled his moustaches. “Of 
course, my lady. It will be a pleasure. . . Fall in here, men! Quick march!” 


She filmed the whole operation of lifting the road block. With apparent 
reluctance she got into the car. “Drive through nice and slowly, Parker, 
there’s a good chap,” she ordered. 


Afterwards, Parker said it was like a film star visiting an army camp! The 
officer had his men drawn up alongside the road, and they smiled and 
waved as Lady Penelope leaned from the open window to blow kisses. 


“Drive on now, Parker.” 
“Yes, m’ Lady.” 


He put a few hundred yards between the car and the road block before he 
began: “M’Lady! That guard what came into the car—” 


She cut him off: “I know, Parker. He was using his rifle butt on the seats ... 
I’m afraid poor Mr. Flaginne is having a rather rough trip . . . We’ll let them 
both out as soon as you find a spot.” 


Half a mile further on, Parker stopped FAB 1 in the shelter of a thick wood. 
He stepped down and pulled the upholstered seat on which he had been 
sitting. 


The seat slid aside and Flaginne’s indignant face peered out. “I must have 
been mad to come with you!” he raged. “I am being slowly tortured to 
death! Look at this lump on my head . .. Look at it, I say! Can you imagine 
how it feels to have a rifle butt pounding your head, and to have to keep 
quiet!” 


“Mr. Flaginne, I think you are an extremely brave man!” sighed Lady 
Penelope. “I can’t think of any agent of International Rescue who could 
have kept quiet under such conditions! You were simply wonderful!” 


He climbed out from under the seat, somewhat mollified by this flattery. 
But he was not to be robbed of a good grumble: “It’s good I have a thick 
skull. . . Look at this! A lump as big as an egg.” They left him muttering 
and caressing his bump, while they went to the back of the Rolls Royce. 


When they opened the hideout in the boot, they could see that Roger Lyon 
was unconscious. 


They got him into the car and Lady Penelope rapped out: “We must get a 
doctor, Parker. Drive fast to that big tourist hotel we spotted on the lakeside 
as We were coming.” 


“Yes, m’ Lady.” 


He put his foot down, and the splendid car answered like a thoroughbred. In 
less than three-quarters of an hour they were sweeping up the private road 
to Hotel St. Goar. Parker opened the door of the Rolls Royce for Lady 
Penelope. 


Roger was sitting up now. He was still groggy, but his rigorous training as 
an agent with International Rescue was helping him. He even managed a 
weak smile. “I say, got a raincoat you can lend me, Parker? I can’t go into 
the hotel in these prison togs, you know!” 


Lady Penelope went ahead to book rooms while the others followed slowly, 
Roger leaning on Parker’s shoulder. A lift wafted them upwards and a few 
minutes later the injured agent was safe in bed. Lady Penelope picked up 
the room telephone to call a doctor. 


“Careful!” warned Roger, opening his eyes at the click of the ’phone cradle. 
“We can’t risk a local doctor.” 


She gave him a reassuring smile. “Don’t worry. I’m calling our Agent Z, in 
Zurich. We’|l fly you up there.” 


He raised his head from the pillow with a sharp movement. “No! I must talk 
to you first.” 


She put down the ’phone. “You really shouldn’t, Roger. You must rest 
first.” 


“Later!” He frowned impatiently out of the window. “I’ve been trying to 
remember... It’s something I had discovered about Steelman when he caught 


me. Something pretty fiendish, as usual... Only I can’t remember what... 
Listen, I think all that’s wrong with me is concussion from the explosion at 
the jail.” 


Lady Penelope draped herself elegantly in the chair beside his bed. “Parker 
and I know all about Mr. Steelman’s latest project,” she said. “He has 
invented a storm machine.” 


Roger struggled onto one elbow, memory flooding back into his pale face. 
“The storm machine! Of course! .. . But how did you find out?” 


She related the adventures which had led them to the Alpine workshop of 
the evil mastermind. When she had finished he leaned back on his pillow 
and said firmly: “Then I’m going to get back on my feet quickly and help 
you find him. If he rebuilds that machine before we get to him...” He left 
the rest to their imagination. Lady Penelope nodded gravely. “But have you 
any idea where we begin to look?” 


“Right here—in Revonia!” 


She lit a Turkish cigarette in her jewelled holder. “You remember that 
much?” 


Roger leaned back, eyes closed, gingerly fingering the dressing on his head. 
“As soon aS you mentioned the storm machine ... it was like a door—being 
pushed ajar... here!” He tapped at his temples. 


A silence descended on the hotel room. Standing motionless at the foot of 
the bed. Parker watched Lady Penelope casually smoke her cigarette, her 
face betraying no emotion. But he could give a good guess at her inner 
feelings—a mixture of concern for her injured fellow agent and cold anger 
at the ruthlessness of Steelman. 


Roger opened his eyes again. “That devil did something to me after he 
caught me!” he declared. “He tried to wipe some memory out of my mind 
before he turned me over to the authorities on a trumped-up charge.” 


“Knowing Mr. Steelman, I would say that is entirely possible,” agreed Lady 
Penelope. “But don’t force it—please, Roger! Try and rest. Things will 
come back gradually.” 


He frowned and waved an impatient hand. “A cave ... I remember a cave ... 
In some remote, rocky gorge .. .” His voice trailed away. 


Lady Penelope put out her cigarette and stood up. “Rest now, Roger,” she 
said, softly but firmly. “I will get a doctor. If he thinks you may be strong 
enough, we will start looking in a day or two.” 


He closed his eyes obediently and went to sleep. Lady Penelope walked 
thoughtfully into the expensively furnished sitting-room of the suite she had 
booked and curled up on the massive settee with a weary sigh. 


Parker watched with a solicitous eye. “You could use a bit of shut-eye 
yourself, if you don’t mind me saying so, m’Lady,” he ventured. 


She gave him a grateful smile. “Yes, it would be nice to rest for a while, 
wouldn’t it, Parker?” she agreed. “But I hardly think there is time, with Mr. 
Steelman and his robots on the loose in the vicinity.” 


“T ordered lunch to be sent up here, m’Lady. So you can relax until it gets 
here!” said Parker. 


“Oh, very thoughtful of you, Parker,” she said. “And, by the way, where is 
Mr. Flaginne?” 


Parker nodded towards the door leading onto the patio. “He’s in his element 
just now, m’Lady, relaxing in the sun.” His face muscles never moved, 
though wry humour twinkled in his eyes. “I gather he’s a bit put-out from 
being bopped on the head with that rifle butt!” 


Lady Penelope rose to her feet. “It doesn’t sound like a good moment to ask 
his help, does it?” 


“How d’you mean, m’ Lady?” 


“Well, this is his native country,” Lady Penelope pointed out. “If he was 
willing he might help us to locate this cave that Roger remembers.” 


There was a tap on the door. Parker went to open it. A hotel hostess stood 
outside with a trolley of food. 


“This is Lady Penelope’s suite?” she asked. “I have lunch for you.” 


As she wheeled the trolley into the room, Parker noticed that she was quite 
a striking looking girl. .. petite, raven-haired, with fine aquiline features and 
fiery eyes. 


Lady Penelope’s thoughts were otherwise occupied. “This food looks quite 
delicious!” she thought. “I wonder if Mr. Flaginne has a heart! They say 
that the way to a man’s heart is through his stomach!” 


While Tania, the hostess, was thinking: “So this is Lady Penelope, the 
secret agent that Steelman is so scared of... Well, I can get rid of her all 
right!” 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


A Deadly Welcome 


THE food was as delicious as it looked. 


A glass of wine in his hand, Flaginne relaxed in an easy chair after the 
meal. He even managed a bleak smile as he quipped: “Well, and what do 
you think of our cuisine in Revonia? Was that meal not more delicious than 
the stodgy roast beef and suet dumplings you would serve at your English 
manor house, eh?” 


Parker’s bear-trap mouth sprang open. But before he could point out that 
Creighton Ward Mansion had the finest cuisine in the world, Lady Penelope 
spoke. “Yes, it was simply delicious, Mr. Flaginne,” she admitted. “I can 
see now why you are so fond of your native land.” 


He took the bait and swelled a little with pride. Parker thought: “She’s a 
crafty one... Buttering him up before she asks him to help.” 


“Oh, I have something for you, Mr. Flaginne!” Lady Penelope took an 
envelope from her pocket. 


She placed it on the table beside him. “A token of thanks for the help you 
have given to International Rescue,” she said. 


The sight of the banknotes in the envelope brought him upright in his chair. 
He counted them quickly and incredulously. 


Lady Penelope had sprung the trap. Parker smiled in appreciation of her 
consummate skill. 


“The task for which you—er—agreed to accompany us is completed, Mr. 
Flaginne,” Lady Penelope continued. “But before I get you back to 
England, as I promised, I wonder if you would do me one last little 
favour?” 


He leaned back expansively, wine-glass in one hand, money in the other. 
“Ask away!” he invited, recklessly. 


Quickly Lady Penelope explained the urgent need to find Steelman and his 
robots. She went on to tell him about Roger’s memory of the cave in a 
rocky gorge. 


Flaginne shrugged. “There are hundreds of such caves—and hundreds of 
such gorges. That is why brigands flourish in Revonia,” he said. 


She rose to her feet. “Very well. Perhaps Roger may recall some other detail 
that would help, when he wakes up ... In the meantime I will call a doctor.” 


She crossed to the wrought-iron telephone table by the door and picked up 
the receiver. From the earpiece came several faint clicks. And was it her 
imagination, or was there also the sound of quick breathing, hastily 
stifled?... A moment later she was speaking to the hotel exchange operator, 
who promised that a doctor would be sent to the suite. 


She was replacing the receiver, when Roger called sharply from the 
bedroom: “Lady Penelope!” 


Going into the room, she found him sitting up, flushed and excited. “What 
is it, Roger?” she asked. 


“Greenstone!” he exclaimed. 
She paused, puzzled. Parker, who had also come in, echoed: “Greenstone?” 


“T’ve remembered!” the other exclaimed. “There was an outcrop of 
greenstone—in this gorge where the cave is!” 


Another thought occurred to him. “Hand me my shoes!” he said. “There’s a 
piece of the stone jammed in the heel... Got a jacknife, Parker?” 


With the point of the knife-blade, Roger prized loose a piece of stone 
embedded in the rubber of his heel. He held it out: “There you are! 
Greenstone!” 


“But—how does that help us?” pondered Parker. 


“It may be a very good clue, really,” said Lady Penelope. She held out a 
slim hand for the fragment of stone, which she examined carefully. “Yes. 
It’s greenstone, Roger. And from what I remember from university, it is an 
igneous rock rich in ferromagnesium minerals—that’s why it’s green. It is 
found in the alpine type of mountains—” 


“Let me see that!” Flaginne interrupted from the door. She handed him the 
stone. Immediately he began to nod. “Yes! I know where you find this 
stone. It’s a gorge that used to be a favourite hideout for brigands.” 


Roger uttered an exclamation of delight. 
Lady Penelope said simply: “Will you guide us there, Mr. Flaginne?” 


He hesitated. “Not in that Rolls Royce of yours!” he said. “For one thing, 
it’s too conspicuous. And besides, you’d need a hoverjet or a tracked 
vehicle to get up into that gorge.” 


“Wouldn’t they be conspicuous, too?” queried Roger. 


Flaginne shrugged. “A hoverjet, yes. But tourists who want to see the 
mountain scenery can hire a tractocat.” 


“Very well then, we’ll be a party of tourists,” said Lady Penelope. 


There was a knock on the outer door. “Would you see whether that is the 
doctor, please, Parker?” she asked. 


“Yes, m’ Lady.” 
He returned a few moments later, ushering in a dapper little man, dark- 
skinned and with hooded eyes that contrasted oddly with the correct little 


moustache on his thin upper lip. 


“The patient?” he enquired in a tuneless scrape of a voice. 


Placing his doctor’s bag on the table, he made a cursory examination of 
Roger’s injuries. 


“The wound is well dressed,” he announced at last. “Apart from that, he has 
suffered a mild concussion. A day or two in bed.” He reached for his bag 
and opened it. “I will give him an injection that will help.” 


He rummaged in the bag, a startled expression spreading over his face. 
Lady Penelope held up a hypodermic syringe. “Is this what you are looking 
for—doctor?” 


A guarded expression widened his black eyes for a split second—and then 
the heavy lids hooded them. “Thank you!” He held out a hand for the 
syringe, but she made no move to give it to him. Instead, she looked closely 
at his outstretched palm. Realising his mistake, he snatched his hand away. 


“Rough, calloused hands for a doctor?” mused Lady Penelope. “How very 
unusual! Parker!” 


“Yes, m’Lady?” 


“Go and have the liquid in this syringe analysed for me, there’s a good 
chap.” 


“Yes, m’ Lady.” 


For a brief second, Parker stepped aside from his position guarding the 
door. In that moment the ‘doctor’ exploded into action. With the flying leap 
of an adagio dancer he was through the doorway. 


Parker whirled round as the door slammed. He grabbed the handle, but 
found the door locked. Backing off, he went for it again with his beefy 
shoulder. The lock splintered under the blow. As Parker hurtled into the 
sitting room, he saw the outer door lying open. The hotel corridor beyond 
was deserted. 


The voice of Lady Penelope checked his headlong dive in pursuit. “Let him 
go, Parker!” 


He turned reluctantly and came back inside, closing the door. “One of 
Steelman’s playmates, d’you think, m’Lady?” 


She walked to the waste-paper bin and dropped the syringe into it, where it 
broke. “Yes, I think that might be a very fair assumption, Parker,” she 
replied. “Which rather bears out what Roger was saying about Mr. Steelman 
being somewhere around here.” 


Parker nodded. “We can’t stay on here, m’Lady.” Her finely pencilled 
eyebrows arched in mild disagreement. “Oh, I don’t see why we can’t stay, 
Parker... Of course, we shall have to mount a strict guard.” 


“You can count me in on that!” They turned in surprise at the sound of 
Roger’s voice. He was dressed and standing in the bedroom doorway. 


“Now really, Roger!” she began to remonstrate. But he waved aside her 
protest as he came and sat on the settee. “You heard what the doctor said!” 
he grinned. “A case of mild concussion . .. Now how about some food from 
that trolley? I’m famished!” 


She raised her arms in mock despair. “What can you do with such a self- 
willed person?” she sighed. “Parker, would you order another bottle of wine 
to be sent up. We must build up his strength somehow!” 


“Yes, m’ Lady.” 


The wine arrived four minutes later. Parker opened the door to admit the 
Same petite, ravenhaired hostess who had brought them the food. She 
carried the bottle in one hand, and a huge bouquet of flowers in the other. 
She handed the bottle to Parker, and held out the flowers for Lady Penelope 
to see. 


“Compliments of the management!” she announced. “To mark the 
appreciation of the Hotel St. Goar for its aristocratic guest from Britain.” 
Lady Penelope’s eyes softened with admiration as she looked at the lovely 
blooms. Before she could take them, however, the other girl had turned to 
walk to the bathroom. “With your permission, Lady Penelope, I shall put 
them into a big vase for you.” 


They heard her moving about in the bathroom and the sound of water 
running. Then she reappeared, with the flowers arranged in a cut-glass vase. 
She placed it on the wrought-iron table and went out. 


Roger was tucking into the food. Lady Penelope smiled her approval, as she 
moved around the settee. “I shall enjoy a feast of colour, while you enjoy 
your feast,” she quipped. 


She stood looking down thoughtfully at the flowers. Suddenly the dreamy 
look in her eyes vanished. She turned to find Roger about to sip from the 
glass which Parker had just filled from the new bottle. 


Lady Penelope moved like lightning. Her right arm made a sweeping 
sideways gesture, knocking the glass from Roger’s hand. It rolled on the 
carpet. “Hey!” He stared at her in amazement. 


“I’m sorry, Roger,” she said crisply. “I don’t think you should drink the 
wine—just in case!” 


“What do you mean?” he demanded. Her reply was to indicate the vase of 
flowers. “Our pretty little hostess didn’t put a drop of water in the vase!” 
she said quietly. 


Parker took a step forward. “But—but we heard her running the water in 
there!” 


“Exactly!” She was moving quickly towards the bathroom as she spoke. 


The men hurried after her. She cast an expert eye around. Then she bent 
down and fished under the bath-tub. When she straightened up, she held a 
small plastic phial in her hand. There were wires protruding from each end, 
and these had been hurriedly twisted together. 


Roger reached forward to untwist the wires and pull them apart. “A handy 
little device!” he mused. “Also with the compliments of the management, 
do you think?” 


He took the device from Lady Penelope and walked slowly back into the 
sitting room. He and the other two men examined the phial with great 
interest. 


“A bomb, eh?” asked Flaginne. 
“Powerful enough to have taken care of us all!” said Roger grimly. 


Lady Penelope came from the bathroom. “I don’t understand it, you know,” 
she told them. “I left a bottle of my perfume in there, and now it has gone ... 
The girl must have taken it.” 


The men exchanged puzzled glances. “Perfume?” exclaimed Roger. “Do 
you mean the exclusive stuff you have specially made for you?” 


“Yes—Soupcon de Peril” she replied. 


Flaginne raised his thin shoulders in a gesture of protest. “But why should 
the girl steal your perfume? Was she not too busy wiring the explosive?” 


“T really can’t imagine!” said Lady Penelope. “But I’m sure she had as good 
a reason for it as she had for leaving the bomb in our bathroom.” 


General Lazio was seated at the desk in his cave headquarters, puffing a 
cheroot, when the sound of a light footstep in the passage outside made him 
look up. He jumped to his feet at the sight of his daughter. “Tania!” he 
boomed. “My little one!” 


He flung down his cheroot and strode round the desk to embrace her. She 
submitted with some irritation and he peered anxiously into her face as she 
pushed him away. “Are you all right? You are not injured?” 


“Of course not! I told you I was able to take care of myself!” she pouted, 
flinging herself into an armchair. 


“But it was so dangerous, this mission,” protested her father. “I have been 
wotried ever since Janok returned to tell us that this Lady Penelope had 
seen through his disguise as a doctor.” 


“Janok was a fool!” she declared. “Waving his big calloused hands about in 
front of Lady Penelope. She didn’t have to be brilliant to suspect he wasn’t 
a doctor.” 


“And you?” asked Lazio, picking up his cheroot again. “She did not suspect 
you, then?” 


“No!” Tania spoke vehemently. “I had her completely fooled!” 
The General turned towards her eagerly. “Then you succeeded?” 


“No!” She rose angrily from her chair and strode to the desk for a cigarette. 
“Either the bomb didn’t go off, or they must have discovered it.” 


Lazio frowned. “Then we can delay our attack no longer,” he decided. 
“Perhaps by now the agent they have rescued from jail will have 
remembered all that he found out. And we do not know how much he 
discovered about our plans.” 


Tania blew a smoke-ring. “Are you going to tell Steelman, then?” 


Lazio ground out the stub of his cheroot in a greenstone ashtray. He tugged 
at his magnificent braided jacket, flicking ash from the rows of medals. 
“Yes. My mind is made up. I shall go and tell him at once.” 


Snatching his hat from the desk and clapping it on his head, Lazio marched 
out. 


Tania wandered to the desk and sat in her father’s chair, as she finished her 
cigarette. From her pocket she took the tiny bottle of Soupgon de Peéril 
perfume. Removing the cap she breathed in the delicate aroma .. . 


She had been trying to puzzle out what made her snatch Lady Penelope’s 
perfume from the bathroom of the hotel. Was it envy? Certainly the life she 
had chosen as a rebel soldier had meant hardship, an existence denuded of 
the luxuries of life to which Lady Penelope seemed so accustomed. She 
dismissed these thoughts impatiently, as she dabbed a little of the Soup¢on 


de Péril behind each ear. Quickly she jumped to her feet and followed the 
General. 


Steelman had set up his workshop in a cavern some distance away. His 
amazing robots were hard at work; the storm machine was almost complete. 


When Tania entered the cavern she found her father and Steelman yelling at 
each other. Neither was paying the least attention to what the other had to 
say. They declared a momentary truce as Tania passed between them. Then 
Steelman took up the cudgels again... “I tell you the storm machine is 
almost complete!” he stormed. 


“And I tell you that I will wait no longer!” barked Lazio. “It is too 
dangerous to delay. We have failed to get rid of these agents of International 
Rescue.” 


“Then I shall stop them myself!” snarled Steelman, pounding the 
workbench before him. 


General Lazio shifted impatiently. “How?” he demanded. 


Steelman hesitated. “If I had Lady Penelope,” he muttered, “the others 
would come running. And then—” He closed his outstretched palm into a 
cruel fist. 


“And you will catch her yourself?” queried Lazio. 


“No.” Steelman turned and indicated his robot workmen. “They will bring 
me Lady Penelope!” 


“What!” The rebel leader stared with open-mouthed astonishment. 


Steelman ignored him. Turning to the girl he said: “I want you to return to 
the hotel. I want you to steal something from Lady Penelope. I need the 
special perfume she wears.” 


Lazio began to protest hotly: “No! My daughter will not go back. I will not 


Tania waved him to silence. With a thin smile of satisfaction, she came 
towards Steelman. “I believe this is what you want?” she said, holding out 
the bottle of perfume. “Soupcon de Péril” 


Both men stared at her incredulously. 
“You stole this?” asked Steelman. 


“While I was planting the bomb,” she replied. “I wanted a little souvenir of 
the famous Lady Penelope.” 


He took the bottle and moved quickly back to his workbench. 


Lazio watched him impatiently. “I warn you, Steelman, if this does not 
work—” 


“Tt will work!” the other snapped. “Let me explain my plan, General. I can 
programme my robots to track down the wearer of this perfume. Within a 
few hours she will be my prisoner... Because, you see, nobody but Lady 
Penelope wears this perfume!” 


Lazio strode to the entrance of the cavern. He turned and looked back: “I 
give you six hours, Steelman,” he warned. “Unless you bring me Lady 
Penelope, and the other agent, by then—we attack without your storm 
machine! Is that understood?” 


The tractocat scrambled up the mountain. Lady Penelope sat in the front 
seat beside Flaginne, who was driving. In the rear seats sat Roger, looking 
pale but much refreshed, and Parker. They were all dressed to look like 
tourists, the men in lace-up calf-length boots, suede hunting jackets, and 
leather caps with wide visors for protection against the sun as it blazed 
down through the vehicle’s transparent top and sides. 


Lady Penelope’s flair for the exotic had reached a new height of 
flamboyancy with her ‘tourist’ outfit. She wore very brief shorts of soft, 
black leather, topped by a most exotic ‘pop art’ jerkin of white and black 
leather fashioned in a geometrical design of squares and stripes. Her slim 
legs were encased in knee boots of white leather laced in black and a black 


leather bandeau held her bright hair in position. The whole outfit was just 
the kind of screaming contrast which made her conspicuous in every crowd 
and which always made Parker wag his head in disapproval. 


But right now Parker was not concerned with the foibles of fashion. His 
attention was riveted on the steep slopes and beetling heights. 


Somewhere close at hand, if their supposition was correct, Steelman had 
found another dark hole to crawl into. And Parker knew that he was not a 
man you could catch off his guard. Even now their approach might have 
been signalled to him... they might even be within range of the robots. 


The thought made Parker restless. He picked up a pair of field-glasses as 
the tractocat lurched over a scree slope, scattering the loose rock with its 
powerful tracks. Above them towered the craggy walls of a gorge. 


Flaginne pointed: “There it is! That’s where the greenstone comes from ... 
I’m turning aside here.” 


“Wait!” exclaimed Parker, as he trained his glasses on the yawning mouth 
of the gorge. 


“What do you see, Parker?” asked Lady Penelope. 


“Something flashed ... Yes, there it is again! The sun glinting on a gun 
barrel!” 


The tractocat spun sideways as Flaginne hauled at the wheel. 
“Hey! Watch out!” protested Parker. 


“You don’t expect me to stay around here with gunmen watching us from 
up there!” said Flaginne. 


Roger leaned forward angrily. “Now look here—” he began. 
Lady Penelope put a hand lightly on his sleeve. “Mr. Flaginne is right, 


Roger. He knows the area so well. I’m sure he knows of a spot from which 
we can try to approach the gorge without being seen.” 


They drove in silence until they were out of range of the gorge. Then 
Flaginne turned the tractocat uphill again. “There is a cairn just below the 
snow-line,” he informed them. “A gulley runs down from there to the 
gorge.” 


Half an hour later they reached the caim. Flaginne edged the tractocat close 
in beside it, out of sight in a hollow. “I'll wait here until you come back,” he 
said. 


Parker was first out of the vehicle. He filled his lungs deeply with the keen 
Alpine air and then shivered. “Bit chilly out here!” he announced, as he 
turned to help Roger down. 


With their help, Lady Penelope jumped lightly to the ground and then 
slipped round her neck a leather strap from which hung a small leather case. 
Flaginne, watching from inside the tractocat, thought it was a camera. It 
was, however, a portable scanner. Lady Penelope pressed the red switch on 
the side, checked that the miniature radar screen was glowing, and set off 
with sure feet down the gulley’s treacherous slope. The two men followed 
in Indian file, with Parker in the rear. 


The air had a sharp edge and they were glad to keep on the move. It was 
rough going. Roger stumbled once or twice, but made no complaint. 


Lady Penelope slowed down, so as not to overtax him. The scanner 
remained blank each time she glanced at it. But suddenly the aural signal 
device gave a tiny ‘Bleep’. She halted at once, raising her hand as a 
warning for the others to ‘freeze’. 


They stood like statues for a few moments as Lady Penelope bent over the 
mini-screen. Then she straightened. Turning to the others, she pointed 
towards a tooth-shaped rock which lay fifty yards east of the gulley’s edge. 
She held up one finger, indicating that only one sentry seemed to be there. 


Parker slipped his hand into the pocket of his suede hunting jacket. When 
he withdrew it, he held a tiny capsule between his finger and thumb. 


He looked enquiringly towards Lady Penelope. She nodded her approval. 


Parker crawled from the gulley on all fours, edging his way across the open 
ground. This was the greatest danger, he realised, for the rattle of a rolling 
rock or the clink of one of his boot-irons was quite likely to bring a hail of 
bullets spraying down from the top of the tooth-shaped rock. 


He breathed a muted sigh of relief on reaching the foot of the rock. Luckily 
the climb did not present much of a problem. As he swarmed up over the 
projecting rock ledges, he remembered with a tingle of self-pride some of 
the sheer walls he had scaled in his house-breaking days. 


Two feet from the top he stopped to fish out the capsule from his pocket. 
Then, inch by inch, he raised his head to look over ... 


Half way down the other side a wide ledge jutted out. Here sat the sentry. 
He was relaxing on his bedroll, enjoying the warmth of the sun on his 
brown face, his eyes half-closed. Then Parker shifted his position, and in 
doing so he spotted radar equipment mounted on the ledge. He could see 
the restless finger of light circling the screen; he was so close that he could 
even see a white ‘blip’ at the top of the screen. 


“Cor!” exclaimed Parker to himself. “That’s me—that white blob on the 
screen!” 


He raised his hand to throw the capsule. At the same moment the sentry 
opened his eyes, yawned and stared at the screen. In the brief second it took 
for the warming ‘blip’ to register in the soldier’s mind, the capsule had 
sailed through the air. It exploded just behind him. 


Frantically the man grabbed for his rifle, gazing wildly about for a target. 
He spotted Parker looking down on him. The rifle barrel swung upwards ... 


“Aaah!” One choking gasp escaped the sentry’s lips as the paralysis gas 
struck at his nerve centres. The gun clattered from his hands. 


Parker stared down with grim satisfaction at the crumpled form on the 
ledge. “That takes care of you for a couple of hours, chum,” he murmured. 
He ran back to the gulley. 


Lady Penelope heard his report with satisfaction. “Oh, well done, Parker! 
We can move a little faster now.” 


They did not have far to go, for after a few hundred yards they saw that the 
gulley vanished over the lip of the gorge. They covered the last few yards 
flat on their faces... 


“Take a look at that!” gasped Roger, staring down. “There’s a whole army 
massed there!” 


Lady Penelope was making a quick assessment of the number of armoured 
vehicles, troop transporters, and light missile carriers. 


“Cor! It must be the rebels ... And by the look of it, they’re all ready to go!” 
muttered Parker. 


Lady Penelope had taken out her Fazuki midget camera and was taking 
rapid shots with it. 


But Roger was restive. “This is too big for us to handle, Lady Penelope,” he 
said. “We must get back as fast as we can, and report it.” 


She slipped the camera into her pocket. “I quite agree, Roger. It’s not 
difficult to see where Steelman fits into this, is it?” 


“The storm machine?” 


“Exactly!” she said. “We can only hope that he hasn’t finished rebuilding it 
yet... Come on!” They began to slide back towards the gulley. Suddenly 
Roger gave a cry of pain and rolled over. Throwing caution to the wind, his 
companions ran to his side. He turned a pain-contorted face towards them. 
“Down!” he gasped. “Someone is taking pot-shots with a silencer.” 


A bullet hit the rock close to Lady Penelope’s hand, and ricochetted into the 
gulley. “Need any help?” grunted Parker. 


“No!” Roger began to roll again towards the gulley. More bullets whined 
overheard as the three of them dropped over the edge. 


Roger was sitting and holding his foot. He grinned wryly at his 
companions. “There’s no blood!” he assured them. “That sniper had a lucky 
hit. He took the heel off my shoe! But he nearly twisted my ankle round, 
too, in the process!” 


“Is it sprained?” asked Lady Penelope. 


Roger stood up and tried his weight on his foot. He grimaced. “It’s painful 
—but I can manage!” he declared. “Let’s get out of here!” 


They hurried back along the gulley. Lady Penelope was in the lead, 
matching her pace to Roger’s hobbling gait. Suddenly her mini-scanner 
beeped. She glanced down at the screen. A blip showed at about 210 
degrees. She whirled. Two huge, unwieldy figures towered on the edge of 
the gulley ... 


Parker gasped as he saw them. “Steelman’s robots!” he cried. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


Danger Smells Sweet 


“CAN they spot us down here?” asked Roger. 
Parker jerked his thumb. “There’s your answer!” 


The first of the steel monsters had stepped clear over the edge of the gulley, 
starting a small avalanche of rocks as its massive square feet bit into the 
ground. As it began to shuffle down the slope, a second robot stepped over 
the edge. 


Lady Penelope took a small, flat disc from a concealed pocket in the top of 
her left boot. She touched a spring on the side and set the disc down in the 
path of the robots. 


“This might delay them long enough for us to get to the tractocat!” she said. 


They raced on. Roger stumbled occasionally, but Parker was ready with a 
helping hand whenever the going became too rough. 


A dull thud made them pause to look back. Lady Penelope’s disc had 
blasted a hole in the path of the robots. The leader toppled into it with a 
metallic clang that roused the echoes. But the robots that followed swung to 
the left and right to skirt the crater. 


“Out of the gulley—quick!” rapped Lady Penelope. “We’|l be able to move 
better up there.” 


They scrambled up the sides and hauled themselves over the lip. A quick 
glance behind showed that the robots had also changed direction. 


Lady Penelope pointed to an almost sheer rock-face. “There’s a goat’s path 
to the top of that,” she said. “Will you be able to climb, Roger?” 


He grinned. “I could climb the Empire State Building with one of those 
things behind me!” They began to climb. Soon the labouring of their 
breaths mercifully drowned the menacing tramp of the robot’s feet. But a 
glance down to the foot of the dizzy slope showed them that their pursuers, 
in a fearsome file, were making straight for the goat-path. 


Lady Penelope was first at the top. Roger, struggling upwards, saw her turn 
and wave encouragement. 


“T can see the tractocat!” she called. “Come along!” 


When all three were standing on the summit of the crag, they looked back 
to see the robots miraculously ascending the narrow track. 


“Cor!” panted Parker. “Persistent, aint they?” Lady Penelope tumed and led 
the way to a point from which they could see the cairn, less than a quarter 
of a mile away. In the hollow beside it the sun reflected the steel trim of the 
tractocat. 


“Tt will be downhill all the way from here,” she said. “But we really must be 
going. Our robot friends are getting too close for comfort!” 


There was no goat-path on this side of the crag. Lady Penelope picked out 
what she judged to be a route that would not be too demanding for Roger, 
but might cause a robot to topple... “M’ Lady!” 


Parker’s cry reached her as she stood poised for a leap to a rock-ledge. She 
glanced back to find him gesturing in the direction of the cairn. “Look! 
Flaginne is driving away!” 


She swung round. The tracked vehicle had emerged from the hollow by the 
rocks. The hum of its engine reached them clearly now. She saw it jerk 
forward, turn and begin to descend the slope ... 


Then she saw why Flaginne had fled. A tall figure had approached, in the 
cover of the cairn, and now the sun glittered on its head as it swung round 
in pursuit... “A robot!” gasped Roger. “They’re everywhere! What do we do 
now?” 


Lady Penelope looked up. The first of their pursuers was etched in 
menacing outline against the cloudless sky. Obviously there was no shaking 
them off. They must be ‘homed in’ on one, or all three of their prey, through 
some new bit of devilish cunning by Mr. Steelman. 


“What’s the drill now, m’Lady?” asked Parker. “Do we thumb a lift home?” 


She was silent for a moment as they listened to the clank and thud of the 
robot feet echoing down from above. 


“Mr. Flaginne may circle round and try to pick us up,” she suggested. 


Roger nodded. “In the meantime, why don’t we split up? If they’re homed 
in on only one of us we’|l soon see which one it is.” 


Lady Penelope looked at him doubtfully. “We can’t leave you with an 
injured foot, Roger.” 


“T can manage,” he assured her, “and there’s no time to argue about it. I’ ll 
go this way,- Parker, you go to the right. And you can carry straight on 
down, Penelope.” 


She made up her mind with a quick nod. “But let’s keep in sight of each 
other, so that we can rendezvous again.” 


She began the tough climb down. Half an hour later she was at the foot of 
the crags. A glance told her that Parker and Roger were safely traversing 
the rock face. It told her something else too — Steelman’s robots were not 
bothering about her companions. They were coming straight after her! 


“Very flattering, I’m sure!” she murmured. “Now I wonder how he has 
arranged this little trick?” 


She was in need of a break after her strenuous climb, but it was obvious 
there was to be no respite. The robots had made remarkable progress down 
the rock face. She watched them lowering themselves with mechanical 
precision. And much as she feared them, she could not help marvelling at 
the skill with which Steelman had constructed them. 


She looked around quickly. There were two courses open to her. She could 
start to run along the foot of the crags, or try to find a new point at which to 
climb again. Neither appealed to her. 


“T really don’t see why I should run all the time,” she murmured. “Perhaps 
another little deterrent might be the answer.” 


About twenty feet above her was a dark line running horizontally across the 
rock. It ran directly beneath the ledge from which she had made her final 
climb to the ground. If she could loosen that ledge, and bring it crashing 
down, the robots would be faced with a sheer drop, which —even for them 
—might prove impossible. 


She took a disc from her other boot, and began to climb back up the crag. 
Reaching under the ledge, she thrust the disc into the line of the fault. When 
she reached the foot of the rocks again, she settled down calmly on a 
boulder to wait. The robots were close now. Lady Penelope checked her 
watch. The leading robot was lowering itself onto the ledge. 


“Excellent!” murmured Lady Penelope. “Very nicely timed!” 


The explosive device exploded with a dull roar that echoed across the 
peaks. The robot was standing straddled on the edge of the ledge. 


The rock broke and fell in one piece, the robot tumbling with it. Lady 
Penelope remained calmly seated until the whole mass had hit the ground. 
Then she rose to her feet. Glancing upwards first to make sure that the other 
robots had stopped, she went quickly towards the fallen robot. 


It lay crumpled in a misshapen mass of metal, half buried in the fractured 
rock. The smell of fused wires and burning rubber drifted towards her... 
And there was another scent—faint, but very familiar. She leaned forward 
and sniffed. Yes! There was no mistake. It was Soupcon de Peril! 


A light shone inside her brain, and she stepped back marvelling: “So that’s 
how Mr. Steelman was able to hunt me with his robots! That’s why my 
perfume was stolen! How very ingenious!” 


A noise made her whirl round. A robot was striding towards her. This one 
must have come along the gulley. 


She crouched on her toes as the steel arms began their scooping movement 
in her direction. As she leaped sideways, a cruel blow on the shoulder sent 
her rolling on the ground. She was on her feet in one fluid movement and 
racing for the rocks. But that route was closed. The other robots had 
reached the ground and were stalking towards her; fanning out to encircle 
her. 


Lady Penelope halted. Calmly she estimated her chances. They seemed 
very slim. The robots were already touching fingertips to form a ring of 
steel. They were too close for her to use one of her explosive discs without 
the risk of injuring herself. 


Her hand flew to her throat, but not in any gesture of panic, however. She 
undid the clasp that held her two-strand necklace. With a deft movement 
she broke the thread. Then carefully she aimed a handful of the beads at the 
advancing robots. 


The beads hit the rocky ground and rolled directly under their steel feet... 
The result was astonishing. The robots began to skate about helplessly on 
the beads which began to pop off like fire-crackers, but with enough force 
to throw the steel figures off balance. 


Two of the robots collided and fell. Lady Penelope took a flying leap over 
them. As she raced towards the rocks she saw Parker coming to meet her. 


“Are you all right, m’Lady?” he asked. 


“Yes, thank you, Parker. Everything is under control,” she said. “Have you 
seen Roger?” 


He turned to scan the rock face. “Yes, m’Lady. I saw him a moment ago ... 
Isn’t that him moving there?” 


Lady Penelope shook her head. “That seems to be a mountain goat, Parker,” 
she said. 


“Oh! So it is! Sorry, m’Lady!” 


A thoughtful look came over her face. “That’s quite all right, Parker,” she 
said. “As a matter of fact that gives me an idea. Come along!” 


They hurried towards the cliff. A shout made them look up to where Roger 
was waving from a ledge. They climbed up to join him. Looking down they 
could see the robots recovering from their confusion. 


Roger turned to Lady Penelope. “It’s you they’re after! How do we shake 
them off>?” 


“Tt shouldn’t be too difficult!” she replied. “Parker!” 
“Yes, m’Lady?” 
“Go and catch that goat for me, there’s a good chap!” 


His heavy eyelids fluttered, but apart from that be showed no surprise. 
“Very good, m’Lady!” he said. 


Roger could not disguise his astonishment. “Catch a goat? What on earth 
for?” 


“T want to use it as a decoy,” she explained, and went on to tell them what 
she had discovered about the perfume. 


Parker could not suppress a chuckle at her plan. “Give me ten minutes, 
m’Lady ... I’m glad I put on my rubber-soled boots!” 


He moved away. They watched him climb silently above the point at which 
the goat stood nibbling the greenstuff that grew from a crack. Years of 
experience in burgling houses now began to pay off. Parker crept stealthily 
downward, closer and closer to the unsuspecting goat. When he was about 
four feet above the animal, he sprang... 


For a few moments the two figures rolled on the ledge. The goat’s slender 
feet lashed out wildly in the air. But Parker held on grimly to its horns. 


Lady Penelope reached the spot with amazing agility. “Well done, Parker!” 
she complimented. She slipped a tiny bottle of her distinctive perfume from 
her pocket. Dodging the angry animal’s feet, she poured the contents of the 
bottle over its body. 


“That’s it, Parker. You can let it go now!” 


The goat scrambled to its feet as Parker let go the horns. It lowered its head 
as if to seek revenge in a wild charge, but then changed its mind and went 
leaping away. 


Parker stared after it with a wide grin. “There goes the sweetest-smelling 
goat in the world!” he mused. 


Lady Penelope nodded. “Yes, and there go the robots after it!” 


The steel figures had begun to climb after her, but now they changed their 
direction abruptly. The powerful odour of Soupcon de Péril emanating from 
the vanishing goat was too strong a signal for their mechanical brains to 
ignore. 


“Good!” remarked Lady Penelope. “They seem to be homed-in on the goat 
now. But I don’t think they will catch it—do you. Roger?” 


His voice choked with laughter as he answered “They’ ll probably finish up 
at the bottom of a precipice! Oh, I wish I could see Steelman’s face when he 
finds they’ve been chasing a goat!” 


Parker was enjoying the joke too in his own poker-faced fashion. Grey eyes 
twinkling, he dusted himself off and asked: “Will there be anything else, 
m’ Lady?” 


“Not at the moment, thank you, Parker,” she answered, her formality 
equalling his. “We really must be getting along now. If we make for the 
cairn, we can follow the tracks of the tractocat. I do hope nothing has 
happened to Mr. Flaginne.” Their progress down the mountain side was 
slow. Roger kept up the best pace he could, trying to disguise the pain 
which it cost him to walk. They picked up Flaginne’s tracks, but they were 


not easy to follow. After a while the tracks disappeared on hard ground. 
They kept on, keeping a sharp watch for any clue to what had befallen 
Flaginne. 


It was Roger who spotted the smoke. “Look! Something seems to be 
blazing merrily!” 


They quickened their pace and found themselves entering a narrow ravine. 
It was a blind alley, ending in a wall of sheer rock. Almost at the far end a 
burning vehicle lay on its side. 


“The tractocat!” gasped Roger. 


They ran towards it. There was no sign of Flaginne inside the vehicle, but 
Lady Penelope’s sharp eyes picked out the marks of a robot’s footprint. 


“Tt rather looks as if Flaginne drove into the ravine thinking he could get 
through,” she told the others. 


“And then crashed the tractocat trying to get out again?” suggested Roger. 
“Or maybe the robot overturned it, to get him out,” said Parker. 


Lady Penelope sighed. “Poor Mr. Flaginne! That horrible robot must have 
taken him back to Mr. Steelman’s hideout.” 


“But I thought the robots were using your perfume as a homing-in signal.” 
Roger was puzzled. “How come this one followed the tractocat?” 


“Because the fragrance of Soupcon de Peéril lingered inside it!” She 
permitted herself a smile at the thought. “Or hadn’t you noticed that I was 
wearing some when we set out this mormming?” 


Roger chuckled. Then he became serious. “When Steelman and the rebels 
get their hands on Flaginne, they are going to realize the jig is up! They’ ll 
either start their attack on Sangrad before we can get back to raise the 
alarm, or they will be hunting us down at any moment.” 


Parker shaded his eyes to stare up into the sky. “ ’Ere they come now!” he 
said. 


A hoverjet had appeared over the shoulder of a snow-capped peak. As it 
dropped rapidly towards the plume of black smoke, they caught the hum of 
its engines. Lady Penelope glanced around. There was no time to escape 
from the ravine, but a dark shadow in the rocks gave hope of a cave to hide 
in. 

“Quickly! Follow me!” 

It was a pitifully small cave, no more than a hollowing out of soft rock by 
animals seeking shelter. They crouched back as far as they could in the 
shadows. 


The hoverjet, now suspended over the ravine, was painted in camouflage 
hues of brown and green on its underside. The sun glinted on the steel 
snouts of its cannons. 


For a moment it hovered above the burning tractocat, then it moved out of 
their line of vision. 


“Landing to take a closer look!” muttered Roger. 


They had not long to wait before the clatter of heavy boots echoed between 
the walls of the ravine. The watchers in the cave saw four soldiers approach 
the wreckage. Lady Penelope recognised their uniform. “Why! They are not 
rebels!” she murmured. “They’re an Army patrol.” 


She stepped from the cave, and approached the men standing around the 
tractocat. “Good afternoon!” she said. 


The soldiers spun round, weapons held ready. They stared in surprise at the 
sight of a beautiful girl. She gave them a crisp resume of the morning’s 
events, stressing the discovery of the secret base of the rebel army, but 
making no mention of Mr. Steelman’s robots. 


The leader of the patrol rapped out an order. “Back to the hoverjet! We must 
radio this news to headquarters! The rebels must be cut off in time!” 


Half an hour later, Lady Penelope and her companions were aboard the 
hoverjet as it flashed down the mountain side. It landed on the smooth 
lawns of the Hotel St. Goar. The soldiers disembarked first and they formed 
a smart guard-of-honour for Lady Penelope as she descended from the craft. 


She acknowledged their salute gracefully. “Oh, how very nice! Thank you 
all so much!” 


The leader of the patrol clicked his heels. “You and your friends have saved 
Revonia from a bloody struggle, Lady Penelope!” he said. “My country is 
grateful.” 


Wearily, the three trooped into the hotel. When they reached their suite 
Lady Penelope hustled Roger towards his room. “Into bed!” she ordered. 
“And there you stay this time, until you are quite recovered.” 


He agreed readily, but glanced back over his shoulder to plead: “Will you 
tell me the minute the army sends you a message that Mr. Steelman has 
been captured with the rebels?” 


She nodded. “Don’t worry! [Il tell you.” 


After a meal served in the suite, Lady Penelope felt greatly refreshed. She 
had changed into a two-piece suit in pale gold, the overblouse trimmed with 
mink, and wore mules similarly trimmed on her dainty feet. 


“Is everything all right with the car, Parker?” she enquired, as Parker 
entered the room. 


“Yes, m’Lady. I’ve just come from the garage,” he replied. “There was an 
army messenger just arriving with a message for you. Here it is, m’ Lady.” 


She picked up an ivory paperknife from the occasional table and slit open 
the envelope. She read the message without a flicker of emotion. 


“Dear me! It seems that Mr. Steelman was not to be found when the Army 
surrounded the rebel base, Parker.” 


His large jaw tightened a little. “And Flaginne, m’ Lady?” 


“No, he wasn’t there, either. It would appear that Mr. Steelman has taken 
him along, for some reason.” 


Parker’s jaw muscles relaxed. He almost grinned. “Then in that case, 
m’Lady, maybe we’ve got Mr. Steelman where we want him!” 


She glanced at him quickly. “Whatever do you mean, Parker?” 


“You remember when we was on Seabird, m’ Lady, and Flaginne dived over 
the side?” 


“Yes, I remember, of course.” 


He spoke slowly, savouring each word. “When he came back aboard all 
wet, I lent ’im some dry clothes, m’ Lady.” 


She sighed. “Oh do hurry up, Parker, there’s a good chap! I’m dying with 
suspense.” 


“Yes, m’Lady. Well, what it boils down to is that in the lining of the suit I 
lent ’im there’s a homing-signal device!” 


Lady Penelope rewarded him with a smile which showed her perfect white 
teeth. “Oh, well done, Parker!” She rose briskly to her feet. “Will you bring 
the car around, please. We’ll go for a little drive.” 


CHAPTER NINE 


The Memory Thief 


THE ‘bleep bleep’ of Flaginne’s homing signal sounded clear above the 
purr of FAB 1’s powerful engine. 


The pink Rolls Royce swallowed the miles with well-bred precision while 
Lady Penelope relaxed elegantly in the back seat, enjoying the sweeping 
panorama of the mountainous backdrop. The sight of the snow-capped 
peaks and the memory of the previous day’s adventures made her snuggle 
appreciatively inside her chinchilla coat. On the seat beside her was a 
matching muff. 


“The signals seem to be growing stronger, don’t you think, Parker?” she 
said. 


“Yes, m’ Lady.” 


They flashed past a signpost which said ‘Sangreb 22 Kilometres’. She 
glanced at the tiny gold watch on her wrist. “It will be getting dark soon, 
Parker. Drive a little faster, will you?” 


He obeyed with obvious relish. The supercharger hummed into life at the 
flick of a gloved finger, and his polished toe-cap nudged the Speedo needle 
towards treble figures. 


“Seems a bit odd to be driving into a city like Sangreb, m’Lady,” he 
remarked. “Wouldn’t you think Steelman would keep clear, what with the 
Army looking for him?” 


“Yes, it’s all very puzzling, Parker,” she agreed. “Of course, one must 
remember that he didn’t finish building his new storm machine, so he 
probably never received whatever reward he had agreed with the rebels.” 


“Ah. Yes. I see what you mean, m’Lady!” Parker sounded the horn as he 
overtook a sports car. “Steelman means to line his pockets before he leaves 


the country, eh?” 


Lady Penelope nodded. “I rather think that must be the case, Parker... What 
worries me, though, is where Mr. Flaginne fits into his plans.” 


“Well, it shouldn’t be long till we find out, m’Lady,” said Parker. “The 
homing signal is louder than ever.” 


Soon the sun went down. The sky, shot through with lurid flames and 
purple streaks, faded quickly into the intense Prussian blue of an Alpine 
night. The big car’s powerful headlights bathed the road, throwing trees and 
crags and wayside buildings into startling relief. 


As they crested a hill, the city was suddenly spread below, breath-taking in 
its intricate pattern of lights. 


The hum of the supercharger died away and the Rolls Royce slowed to a 
smooth pace as it drove along the wide boulevards of Sangreb, with its 
golden spires and glittering domes. 


“A very beautiful city, isn’t it, Parker?” said Lady Penelope. 


“T dare say, m’ Lady. But this ’orrible bleeping noise is driving me bonkers!” 
he grumbled. “ ’ow much louder does it get?“ 


She smiled. “A little bit louder, Parker. And the bleeps get very rapid. . . 
There! They are growing quicker now! Try this road to the left!” 


The pink Rolls Royce tumed off the boulevard. It crossed a magnificent 
arched bridge, the waters beneath it catching every glimmer of light and 
adding to its wash of silver. Beyond the bridge the pavements ran between 
lawns and flower-beds. Etched against the blue sky was the domed outline 
of a vast building, bejewelled with lighted windows .. . 


It was at that moment the homing signal ran wild. “Turn it off, Parker!” 
called Lady Penelope, above the shrill chatter. “I think we’ve found where 
Mr. Flaginne is.” 


He eased the car to the side of the road, sighing with relief at the blissful 
silence. They looked at the domed building. 


“What is that place, m’Lady?” asked Parker. 
“I’m afraid I don’t know,” she admitted. “But it looks most imposing.” 


“Their equivalent to Bucking’am Palace, I’d say!” Parker pointed. “They’ve 
even got the guards in sentry boxes, m’ Lady.” 


Lady Penelope leaned forward to look. “So they have! It must be a place of 
some importance, Parker... I think Ill get out and ask somebody.” “Very 
well, m’ Lady.” 


He opened the door and she stepped to the pavement. “I shan’t be a 
moment, Parker. I’ll try the old man at the kiosk on the corner.” 


Wrapping her fur coat around her, she strolled to the corner. An old man 
with a woollen cap pulled over his ears was selling newspapers and 
magazines. His weathered face broke into a broad smile at the sight of Lady 
Penelope. 


“Have you the London Times!” she enquired. He produced the air-mail 
edition with a flourish, folded it carefully and handed it to her. “English 
visitor?” he beamed. 


“That’s right!” she smiled back. “I’m so glad you speak English. Can you 
tell me the name of the fine building over the road?” 


“Ah yes. That is the Monte Paradiso! Very fine building, eh?” He leaned out 
of the kiosk, as if seeing the place for the first time. His voice dropped to a 
hushed whisper. “In the vaults of that building are kept the priceless 
treasures of our country—pictures and jewels, silver and gold ... You would 
like to buy a souvenir guide-book to the Monte Paradiso?” 


Lady Penelope nodded. “Oh yes, please.. . I see that it is well guarded by 
soldiers,” she added. 


The old man shrugged. “Ah, but on other days you would see far more 
soldiers patrolling here . . . Only today, you see, every man that could be 
spared has been sent up into the mountains to capture the rebels .. 
Tomorrow you will see them! Marching in a parade of triumph through the 
streets! It is to be a holiday in honour of the beautiful blonde English girl 
who discovered the hiding place of the rebels... No one knows who she is, 
but they say she is an English aristocrat, with long golden hair and—and— 
and young— and... 


His voice trailed off as his eyes flickered from her shimmering hair to her 
perfect features. “Why... why, it must be you!” he gasped. “You are the 
English girl who saved us—aren’t you?” 


She gave him a cryptic smile. “How nice of you to say so!” she said softly. 
“T am most flattered to have you think that.” 


As she approached the Rolls Royce, Parker opened the door and touched 
the peak of his chauffeur’s cap respectfully. “Any luck, m’Lady?” 


“Why yes, Parker,” she said. “That building is the Monte Paradiso. And I 
rather think that Steelman’s presence here has something to do with the fact 
that there is a fortune in jewels and gold stored in its vaults.” 


She entered the car. Parker closed the door, and got into the driving seat. 
“Where now, m’Lady?” She held up the coloured brochure which she had 
bought. “Well, I have a guide-book to the Monte Paradiso here. Shall we 
drive to the main gates, Parker, and see if they allow visitors?” 


“Very good, m’Lady.” 


The guards at the gate sprang from their sentry boxes at the sight of the pink 
Rolls Royce drawing in towards the massive gates. One of them sounded an 
alarm, and an officer came hurrying from an adjoining building. 


Lady Penelope touched the button that lowered the power-operated window, 
and addressed the officer. “Good evening! I am an English visitor, and I 
wondered if it might be possible to see the inside of your famous Monte 
Paradiso?” 


The officer, big and handsome in a square-faced kind of way, melted a little 
before her dazzling smile. “Madame, I regret it is not possible. Not today, 
you understand? Tomorrow, if you will return, we shall have our full 
complement of guards on duty. Then, if you wish—” 


He broke off and whirled to stare at the great building as the stillness of the 
night was shattered by a score of jangling alarms. 


The sentries jumped like automatons into a defensive pose. The rifle butts 
slapped against their shoulders, and safety catches were clicked off. A 
figure came stumbling from the direction of the main doors, shouting with 
fear. The sentries cried an order to halt. 


“No, no! Do not shoot! It is me—Arkay, the curator! Help me!” cried the 
approaching figure. 


The officer stepped away from the Rolls Royce and caught the man as he 
swayed forward. 


Lady Penelope jumped from the car. Parker quickly followed with the first- 
aid kit and, with expert hands, she bound up the man’s injured arm. “What 
happened?” demanded the officer. 


Arkay gritted his teeth against the pain. “A steel man—a robot... The alarm 
went in the vaults ... I was going down to investigate when—when this 
robot hurled me away!” 


The officer frowned and looked towards Lady Penelope with a glance 
which said, more plainly than words: “Poor fellow! His brain must have 
gone! The strain of his job, you know!” 


She finished tying a bandage. “You had better send for an ambulance,” she 
said quietly. “This man must go to hospital.” 


He rose to his feet. “Madame is right. I will go and—” He broke off as the 
clatter of feet came from the direction of the Monte Paradiso. Two soldiers 
appeared, dragging an unresisting figure with them. “What has happened?” 
barked the officer. “Who is that man?” 


One soldier saluted. “We found him in the vaults, Captain. There must have 
been a gang. Half the contents of the vaults are missing!” 


“What?” roared the officer. 


“Tt is true, Captain,” chimed in the second soldier. “The gang must have 
come and gone through a tunnel. They blocked the tunnel with an explosive 
charge after they had escaped.” 


The officer pounded a massive fist into the palm of his hand. “So! And this 
one failed to escape, eh? Bring him here into the light where I can see him!” 
The soldiers dragged the limp figure forward. A startled exclamation burst 
from Parker’s lips: “Flaginne!” 


The officer frowned. “You know this man?” Parker nodded. “Yes. I know 
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im.” 

The prisoner raised his head. Lady Penelope noted at once that the 
restlessness had gone from his eyes as they fastened on Parker’s face with 
difficulty. “I—I don’t know you,” he growled. 


The Captain motioned angrily. “Take him away! Guard him well! 
Tomorrow he will stand trial, and pay the price for his crime—and that of 
his accomplices!” 


After Flaginne had been marched away, the officer turned to Parker. “You 
will attend the trial tomorrow to give evidence?” he asked. 


Parker glanced towards Lady Penelope, who said: “We are both quite 
anxious to help you all we can, Captain. May I see your leader at once? It is 
very important.” 


The other shook his head doubtfully. “Our leader cannot be disturbed. He is 
too busy with the business of the rebels.” 


Parker touched his peaked cap with a gloved hand. “Beg pardon, Captain, 
but this is Lady Penelope. She’s the one who discovered where the rebels 
were hiding.” 


The officer stared. “You?” He whipped up a smart salute. “Why, Madame, I 
salute you as the saviour of my country! Come! I will take you to the 
General at once.” 


She smiled her thanks before turning to her chauffeur. “Wait here for me, 
please, Parker,” she said. “I shan’t be long.” 


“Yes, m’ Lady.” 


She returned half an hour later, with the Captain marching beside her. He 
ushered her into the pink Rolls Royce with great ceremony. As the car 
moved away, he called out an order and the sentries presented arms. 


“What you might call right royal treatment, eh m’ Lady?” remarked Parker. 


“Yes, Parker. But even I couldn’t get them to release Flaginne,” said Lady 
Penelope. “You see, they have discovered he is a wanted man. That makes 
it harder to convince them that he had nothing to do with this robbery.” 


Parker changed into top gear, and said: “Looks bad for the poor chap, 
m’Lady.” 


“Yes, it does, Parker.” She glanced over his shoulder at the road ahead. 
“Turn right here, there’s a good chap. We are making for the canal.” “Yes, 
m’ Lady.” 


He made the turn, as Lady Penelope continued: “I had a look at the tunnel. 
It runs in the direction of the canal. And if you remember, Parker, Mr. 
Steelman has used barges to transport his robots on other occasions.” 


“We’re going to try and nab him, m’ Lady?” 


She nodded. “If we can bring back the treasure he has stolen Flaginne will 
be released—and be allowed to remain in Revonia, with a good job.” Parker 
whistled soundlessly through his lips. “Then we’ve got to find Steelman, 
m’Lady.” He was silent for a while as he drove past several big transporters 
heading for the docks, and turned FAB 1 onto the canal road. Something 


was puzzling him. “Why did Flaginne say he didn’t know me? He looked 
kind of funny to me, m’Lady.” 


“Mr. Steelman’s work again, I’m afraid.” She pulled her chinchilla close 
around her, and frowned through the window at the floodlit waters of the 
canal. “He has some way of wiping out his victims’ memories. He did it to 
Roger Lyon, you remember, and now Flaginne.” 


They sped on through the night. The canal was busy with a variety of craft 
ranging from strings of mineral barges to bulky transporter units bound for 
the open sea. Whenever the Rolls Royce overtook a barge, Parker slowed 
down to allow Lady Penelope to examine it through powerful field glasses. 


“He can’t be too far in front, m’ Lady,” he remarked. “That’s if he did come 
by canal.” 


Soon he spotted a blaze of lights on the road ahead. A flashing sign at the 
roadside wamed: “Border Post. Stop!” 


“Hello!” said Parker as he slowed down. “They’ve closed the lock gates on 
the canal, m’Lady. They’re checking all the shipping, too.” Lady Penelope 
nodded. “That’s right, Parker, I heard the General ordering it. Every vehicle 
and ship and aircraft is being searched for the stolen treasure.” 


A steel barrier blocked the road. Soldiers stood by with guns ready. As 
Parker drew in an officer and two men came forward. 


“You will step out, please!” commanded the officer, a moon-faced man with 
vacant, staring eyes. 


Parker opened the door for Lady Penelope. One of the soldiers made as if to 
climb into the car, but she motioned him to wait. “I realise that you have 
your orders to search every vehicle,” she told the officer, “but your 
commanding officer has asked me to give you this note.” 


The officer took the sheet of notepaper which she handed to him. He stared 
at it for a moment. Then he looked up and nodded. “That is all in order 
then, Lady Penelope. You may pass.” 


She smiled her thanks. “Can you tell me, please, whether a barge has passed 
through, going downstream, in the past half hour?” 


The officer looked uncomfortable. He shuffled his heavy boots, and passed 
a hand over his eyes. “I—I—No, Madame! There has been no barge,” he 
said. 


Lady Penelope saw the two soldiers exchange startled glances. 


“But, sir, don’t you remember? There was one large barge,” one of the men 
protested. 


The other soldier nodded. “You went aboard it yourself to search, sir.” 


The officer stared round at them. “Silence!” he ordered. “Go and attend to 
your duties.” 


Lady Penelope got back into the car. As they drove through the border post, 
Parker glanced over his shoulder with barely suppressed excitement. “Well, 
it’s pretty plain what happened there, m’Lady! That officer went aboard 
Steelman’s barge and spotted the treasure, eh?” 


“Quite so, Parker,” she agreed. “Then Mr. Steelman did to the officer what 
he has already done to Roger and Mr. Flaginne.” 


“Swiped his memory, eh?” mused Parker. “No wonder the poor chap looked 
dazed. He doesn’t even remember ordering the opening of the lock gates to 
let Steelman’s barge through.” 


As the Rolls Royce sped along Lady Penelope said: “He can’t be far ahead 
now, Parker. Keep a sharp eye on the canal.” 


They drove on in silence. Suddenly Parker’s foot moved towards the brake, 
and he pointed a gloved finger dead ahead. “There, m’Lady! There he is!” 
He brought FAB 1 to a neat halt in the shadow of a tree and snapped out the 
lights. 


“Well done, Parker,” said Lady Penelope. “We’ve caught him red-handed.” 


Two craft were moored alongside each other at the canal bank a hundred 
yards away. It was a stretch plunged in darkness and no glimmer of light 
showed aboard either vessel. Only the reflection of the car’s headlight on 
the chrome trim of one of them had given away their presence to Parker’s 
keen eyes. 


They descended silently from the Rolls Royce. Hugging the shadows, they 
drew nearer the moored craft. Now they could see that one of the boats was 
Steelman’s powerful cruiser. A faint footfall made them duck down below a 
retaining wall. Peering over it, they spotted shadows flitting across a 
gangplank which linked the cruiser with the deck of the barge. 


Lady Penelope put her face close to Parker’s, so that he caught the 
provocative odour of Soupcon de Peril. “They seem to be transferring the 
treasure onto the cruiser,” she whispered. 


Parker nodded. “He’s got his robots on the job, m’Lady... What do we do 
now?” 


She pointed. “I think that is a plank lying over there. We might be able to 
use it to get aboard and disarm Mr. Steelman,” she murmured. “Come on!” 


Keeping low, they moved around the wall and descended to the canal bank. 
Parker lifted the plank, and lowered the end of it very gently onto the deck 
of the cruiser. He stepped across it, turning to offer a steadying arm to his 
employer. 


On the deck of the cruiser, they melted into the shadows of the 
superstructure. Lady Penelope pointed to a blacker oblong shadow, where a 
door opened inwards. They edged towards it. 


Through the open door they could see a table. At the far end sat a man. A 
hooded lamp beside him cast a single circle of light onto a glittering pile of 
jewellery which he was examining with long, white fingers . . . Parker 
shuddered. He would have known those fingers anywhere, even if the 
lamplight had not reflected for a moment on the steel-rimmed spectacles of 
Mr. Steelman! 


Lady Penelope slipped her hands inside her fur muff, her fingers closing 
upon a tiny capsule. She motioned silently to Parker—then stepped quickly 
into the cabin. 


Parker followed immediately. He touched the light switch ... 
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“Good evening, Mr. Steelman 
you to return those jewels.” 


said Lady Penelope. “I’m afraid I must ask 


He looked up without surprise, a look of triumph even in his dark eyes as he 
smiled thinly. “Ah, Lady Penelope! I was expecting you ... No! Don’t try to 
use that little device in your hand. One of my robots is right outside the 
door, ready to kill you both . . . Now, please do be civilized about this, eh? I 
want you to go on a little cruise with me!” 


CHAPTER TEN 


Till They Meet Again 


MR. Steelman finished gnawing at a chicken-bone and wiped his fingers 
before he reached out to the red control panel on the table before him and 
pressed a button. A robot appeared, picked up the tray from the table and 
shuffled away. 


“You will pardon me if I find myself unable to invite you to dine with me!” 
he said, looking across the table towards Lady Penelope. 


She sat seemingly relaxed, but the steel clamps on her ankles and wrists had 
begun to cut into her flesh. 


Ignoring Steelman with an icy contempt, she turned her head to speak to 
Parker, imprisoned in a chair nearby. “Did you switch on the alarm system 
in the Rolls Royce before you left?” she asked. 


He nodded. “It should have raised the alarm a few minutes ago, m’Lady,” 
he said. “They won’t be long finding where we are.” 


Steelman gave a bark of laughter. “A very good attempt at bluff—but it 
won’t work!” he told them. “You see, I didn’t leave your gorgeous pink 
Rolls Royce behind! I had one of my men bring it aboard!” 


A rap on the cabin door made Steelman’s hand move nervously to the 
power blaster lying on the table. “Come in!” he called. 


A huge bull of a man, with a greasy seaman’s cap pulled down over an ugly 
knife scar, shoved his head inside. “Message from Wadi Zem Zem!” he 
growled. “Four armoured carriers will be at Benghazi to meet us ... How 
many blokes will you need to transfer the cargo?” 


Steelman jumped to his feet. “None!” he shouted. “I don’t want anyone to 
lay a finger on the cargo. D’you hear?” 


“All right! All right!” growled the seaman. “I only thought—” 


“Well don’t!” snapped Steelman. “I don’t pay you to think ... My robots 
carried the stuff aboard, and they will unload it—understand?” 


As the big man turned to leave Steelman called after him: “Kitto! I want 
you to drive the Rolls Royce ashore when we dock at Benghazi... You will 
be driving Lady Penelope and her chauffeur to the base.” 


Kitto raised a hairy paw and doffed his cap to Lady Penelope, as he said 
with a leer: “A pleasure, I’m sure, ma’am!” 


As the cabin door slammed after him, Steelman rose to his feet, opened a 
cupboard, took out a leather case and began to pack some of the stolen 
jewellery into it. That done, he unlocked a drawer and took out a black 
button-studded box. He held it up for his prisoners to see, before packing it 
away. 


“You recognise this, of course?” he asked, with triumph in his voice. 
Parker answered, breezily. “Your little box of weather tricks, aint it?” 


“That’s right!” said the other. “As soon as I settle down again, I shall be 
rebuilding my storm machine. Then I shall look around for another 
customer.” He gave them a sardonic smile. “A more reliable customer that 
the last one, of course!” 


He closed the black case and locked it. Then he pressed a button on his 
control panel and the robot reappeared. 


As Steelman placed the case into its steel arms, he said over his shoulder: 
“You managed to destroy quite a few of my robots in the mountains, Lady 


Penelope. But this is the one I value most... Watch!” 


He stood back and bent over his control panel. In the centre of the robot’s 
featureless face, a steel shutter slid aside—to reveal a large, luminous eye. 


“T call it my hypnotic robot,” said Steelman. 


“The others specialize in heavy work and digging tunnels.. . But this one 
specializes in wiping memories clean!” 


“How very interesting,” Lady Penelope remarked. “I wondered how you 
were able to do it. Most ingenious!” 


Missing the note of sarcasm in her voice, he smirked with pleasure. “There 
is nothing I cannot make my robots do!” he boasted. 


“They can even chase goats!” agreed Lady Penelope. 


The jibe found its mark. An angry red flush suffused his thin cheeks as he 
strode to the porthole and glared out. The sun was coming up over the 
African coastline with all the golden fury of a tropic dawn. The cruiser was 
rushing through green seas, in a pother of luminous foam. 


When Steelman turned away from the porthole he had recovered his 
composure. 


“We are almost there,” he said, moving across the cabin. “Soon you shall be 
my guest at Wadi Zem Zem. And then, Lady Penelope, you might care to 
look into my robot's hypnotic eye—and forget everything! After you have 
told me all you know about International Rescue, of course.” 


He went out of the cabin, chuckling. 

Parker glanced at his mistress. “M’ Lady!” 

“Yes, Parker?” 

“This Wadi Zem Zem—I’ve been there!” he said. 

She looked surprised. “Really? When was that, Parker?” 


“T did a few years in the Air Force as a youngster, m’Lady. I had a spell in 
the desert—at Wadi Zem Zem.” 


“Ts it an airfield?” she asked. 


He shrugged. “It was, m’Lady. Been abandoned since then... But I bet all 
the buildings are still there. Quite a handy place for Steelman to set up 
shop.” 


Lady Penelope nodded. “Indeed yes, Parker ... But isn’t it a fortunate 
coincidence you should know the place! Aren’t we lucky?” 


He glanced down at his manacled hands and feet. “Oh we’re very lucky, 
m’Lady!” he said wryly. But he could not help but admire, as always, her 
amazing sang-froid. 


They heard a distant bell jangle and the throb of the engines die away to a 
hum. The door opened and Kitto came in with two other seamen as 
unsavoury as himself. 


“Truss these two up nice and tight,” he ordered. “Then take ’em out and 
dump ’em in the back seat of the car.” 


The men did their job roughly. The bite of ropes around arms, wrists and 
legs, was only a different degree of torture from the steel manacles. 


Lady Penelope struggled into a less cramped position on the back seat of 
FAB 1. 


“Sorry I can do nothing to help you, m’Lady!” Parker apologised. He tested 
the ropes on his legs and winced. “They’re done a smashing job of turkey- 
trussing!” he gasped. 


She smiled. “Save your strength, Parker,” she advised. “I think we might be 
able to get rid of these horrid ropes before long.” 


The cruiser had tied up alongside a dingy quay. Steelman stood on deck, his 
red control panel in his hands, directing his robots as they unloaded the 
precious cargo and carried it to where four camouflaged armoured carriers 
were drawn up. The tough-looking crew from the ship were deployed 
around the edges of the quay with weapons, obviously to keep off the Arabs 
who had appeared from nowhere. 


Kitto got into the driving seat of FAB 1. He started up the engine and eased 
the big car down a gangplank onto the quay. Raising his greasy cap in a 
mocking gesture to Steelman, he drove swiftly away. 


His rough handling of the Rolls Royce was a new torture to Parker. He 
could finally stand it no longer. “Hey! Steady on! This is a Rolls Royce, not 
a ten-tonner full of road chippings!” he exploded. 


Kitto jeered back over his shoulder: “Pipe down! I suppose you’d like me to 
wear gloves, too! Ha, ha!” 


The straggle of white-walled buildings around the port gave way to rolling 
sand dunes. The moming sun beat down fiercely through the transparent top 
of FAB 1 making Lady Penelope squirm with discomfort, for she was still 
wearing her chinchilla coat. She slid further down in the seat, as if seeking 
some relief from the sun. But Parker knew better. . . 


He closed his eyes and pretended to doze. From under his hooded lids he 
watched Lady Penelope’s bound feet touch the hidden spring that brought 
the rear driving control into action. He braced himself for a shock as the 
toes of her stylish Italian sling-backs closed around the steering switch... 


She had waited for the right moment. The road ran close to a steep, dry 
wadi. 


She spun FAB 1 in that direction ... 
“Hey! What the-?” 


Kitto blurted out in panic as his big mitts tore at the useless steering wheel. 
The pink Rolls Royce was racing straight for the edge of the wadi. 


Desperately he tore open the door and leaped into the sand. Immediately 
Lady Penelope brought the car back onto an even course and guided it back 
to the road. They heard an angry roar, followed by the bark of an automatic 
pistol. But FAB 1 was already sweeping away. 


“Oh, nice work, m’Lady!” exclaimed Parker. “Now, if you can manage to 
keep her steady, I think I can edge over and rub through these lopes on my 
wrist.” 


“Don’t worry!” smiled Lady Penelope. “When I had this little device 
installed, I put in a lot of practice making sure I could drive with my feet!” 


Five minutes later Parker gave a grunt of triumph and rolled into a sitting 
position, tugging the ropes from his arms. Quickly he cut Lady Penelope 
loose. Then he climbed into the driving seat and she restored the steering to 
normal. 


“Would you like me to stop for a while, m’Lady?” he asked. 


“No. Drive on to Wadi Zem Zem, will you, Parker? I would like to see this 
new base of Mr. Steelman, before we recover the treasure and get back to 
Revonia.” 


“Yes, m’ Lady.” 


As they hummed along through the desert waste he began to pick up 
landmarks from his Air Force days—a cairn of petrol-cans, the shell of a 
burned-out vehicle, a unit-sign now obliterated by time and sandstorms ... 


“This is it, m’Lady! This is Wadi Zem Zem!” he said suddenly, pointing 
ahead. 


Beyond the hump of the wadi, several military-style huts were drawn up on 
one side of an airstrip. 


Parker began to slow down. “What now, m’ Lady?” 
“Oh, drive straight in, there’s a good chap, Parker,” she directed. 


As they approached the gate to the camp, a suntanned man in brief shorts 
and flimsy shirt stepped out of a hut, a gun in his hands. At the sight of the 
pink Rolls Royce he lowered his weapon and raised a hand in salute. Parker 
calmly returned the salute as the car swept through the gates. He noticed 


with glee the puzzled expression which came over the man’s face at the 
sight of a chauffeur and such an elegant passenger. 


He drew into the parking-lot between two huts, stopping beside a desert 
runabout vehicle. 


Lady Penelope stepped from FAB 1. She had taken off her chinchilla. 


Parker tipped his cap back a little against the sun’s glare, as he gazed 
around with a gleam in his eyes. “Cor! This brings back old memories, 
m’Lady,” he sighed. “This big hut was the officers’ mess. I bet Steelman 
has nabbed it for his own quarters!” 


She smiled and pointed to the other hut. “And what was this, Parker?” 


His bear-trap jaw loosened in a genuine sigh of nostalgia. “Ah! That used to 
be my domain, m’Lady. The place where I worked. The radio shack!” 


Lady Penelope looked at him with a new interest. “You were a radio 
operator?” 


He nodded. 


“Well, I had no idea you harboured such hidden talents, Parker!” She 
gestured towards the hut. “Can you transmit a message now? I really think 
we ought to have a little help from the police.” Parker straightened his cap. 
“Leave it to me, m’Lady... But how about the chap on the gate? He must 
have expected to see Kitto driving.” 


“Yes. He might make trouble so we’d better not waste time. Come along, 
Parker.” 


They moved stealthily to the door of the hut. It stood open. Through a 
mosquito screen they could see lights glowing on the radio equipment. A 
loudspeaker crackled — but above the noise came another distinctive 
sound. Someone was snoring! 


Parker slipped inside past the screen, with Lady Penelope at his heels. They 
saw the radio operator lying asleep on a camp-bed, a magazine still in his 


hands. An automatic rifle hung on the wall. 


Lady Penelope reached for it, then tapped the sleeping man on the shoulder. 
He came awake with a jerk ... “Wha — who —?” 


“Please don’t cause any fuss, there’s a good chap,” she pleaded. “These 
guns always make such a dreadful noise when you pull the trigger, I find.” 
He shrank back against the wall. “Don’t — don’t put your finger near that 
trigger! I won’t move!... Just don’t touch that trigger, huh?” 


Parker was already seated in front of the radio set. He rubbed his hands and 
nodded. “Yes. It all comes back to me now!’ he murmured. He looked 
round at the other man. “Come and switch onto the Desforce Police 
frequency,” he ordered. 


Lady Penelope fumbled with the rifle and the man shot from the camp bed. 
With trembling fingers he made an adjustment to the dials. “That’s it!” He 
pointed to a red key. “And that’s the transmit lever.” 


“T know that, chum!” Parker gave him a contemptuous glance. “I was at this 
game while you was still in knee-pants!” 


He began to tap out a message. His employer watched with close interest. 
“Tt sounds very professional, Parker,” she said. 


He glanced up. “Not bad!” he admitted. “I’m a bit rustier than I thought, 
though.” 


Just then a voice from the doorway rapped out: “Drop than gun, Lady 
Penelope!” 


Steelman came pushing through the mosquito screen with several of his 
men, all armed. 


She put down the gun with a sigh of relief. “Rather horrid things,” she 
murmured. 


Parker was dragged roughly to his feet and Steelman glowered at the radio 
operator. “How much has he managed to send?” he demanded. 


“He only just started!” said the other. “He’s got wooden fingers!” 


Parker glared at him while Steelman motioned impatiently towards the set. 
“Send out a cancellation—just in case!” he rapped. “And bring these two 
along to my quarters.” 


When they emerged from the radio shack it was obvious that the weather 
was changing. The sun had a leaden look, the sky had drawn beetling 
brows, and the heat was heavy and oppressive. 


“Sandstorm blowing up!” growled one of the men. 


They entered the other hut. It was comfortably furnished, but at least half 
the space was crammed with machinery and electronic supplies. 


Steelman motioned Lady Penelope and Parker to sit in two chairs in the 
centre of the room. Then he dismissed all but one of his men, who stood 
guard over the captives with a power blaster. 


“Shoot them if they make a move!” ordered Steelman. He bowed 
mockingly towards Lady Penelope. “I regret having to order such a 
measure, my lady!” he said. “But I really cannot let you escape again.” 


Heavy feet scraped in the doorway and a huge man, his shirt half torn from 
his back, came limping in. 


Steelman turned on him with cold fury. “You clumsy ape, Kitto! You let 
them escape—and they were both tied-up so that they couldn’t budge.” 
Kitto glared back. “The car went out of control!” he rumbled. “I had to 
jump for it... But it was all a trick!” 


“A trick!” jeered Steelman. “You expect me to believe that?” 


The big man’s jaw jutted menacingly. “What do you mean by that?” he 
demanded. 


Mr. Steelman’s eyes glittered behind his spectacles. “I mean that you’re 
lying, Kitto!” Ignoring the flame of anger in the other’s eyes, he went on: 
“What really happened? Did they offer you a bribe?” 


Kitto raised two massive fists. “I’ve killed men with these, for saying less 
than that!” he roared, ignoring the menace of the guard’s power blaster. 


Then Lady Penelope’s quiet voice sliced across the tension of that ugly 
moment. “You might as well admit that we offered you a bribe, Kitto,” she 
said. 


The big man glared at her. “You—you... I’ll deal with you in a minute!” he 
vowed. “But first Ill settle with Mr. Steelman!” 


He took one stride towards the evil genius. “Shoot him!” screamed 
Steelman. “Shoot him!” 


The guard raised his gun—but he was a fraction of a second too slow. With 
astonishing speed Kitto leapt at him. The guard went down as if he had 
been poleaxed. 


Then the big man whirled and reached for Mr. Steelman, who caught his 
opponent in a clever ju-jitsu hold and brought him to the floor with a thud 
that shook the hut to its foundations. But, like a flash, Kitto squirmed and 
caught the other by the leg. Steelman squealed as he was pulled down. The 
guard went to his aid, and the three of them became entangled in a 
squirming mass of arms and legs. 


Lady Penelope rose languidly from the chair. “Shall we run along now, 
Parker?” 


He straightened his jacket and touched his peaked cap. “Yes, m’ Lady.” 


As they came out of the hut, a blast of wind hit them across the face with a 
sandpaper sting. Lowering their heads against the sandstorm, they hurried 
to FAB 1. 


For a few moments they sat and surveyed the rising fury of the storm. “It 
wont last too long, m’Lady,” Parker informed her. “I’ve seen a sandstorm 
blow itself out in an hour.” 


Lady Penelope leaned forward, listening carefully. “Can you hear that noise 
above the storm, Parker?” she asked. 


He listened, then nodded. “It’s a plane of some kind, m’Lady... Yes! There! 
It’s a helicopter! And it’s going to land on the airstrip.” 


“Do you suppose it is one of Mr. Steelman’s planes, Parker?” she asked. 
He was Staring at the descending helicopter. 
“Not on your life, m’ Lady!” he reported. “That’s the Desforce Police!” 


Lady Penelope smiled. “Oh, jolly good show, Parker. So your message did 
the trick after all. . . Drive over to meet them, there’s a good chap!” The 
sight of a pink Rolls Royce coming towards them out of the sandstorm must 
have seemed like a mirage to the four tough-looking policemen who had 
arrived in the helicopter. Their expressions showed even more astonishment 
at the sight of Lady Penelope stepping out of the car to greet them. As she 
related what had happened, there came the sudden roar of an engine from 
the direction of the huts. 


Parker screened his eyes, and then shouted: “It’s Steelman! He and another 
bloke—they’re getting away in that desert runabout!” 


The leader of the Desforce unit, a swarthy sergeant, roared: “Stop there!” 
He fired a warning volley into the air. 


Parker shook his head. “They’re away! We’ll never catch them in this 
sandstorm!” 


“We may spot them from the helicopter!” said the sergeant. He turned to 
two of his men: “You round up the rest of the gang, and make sure nobody 
touches those armoured carriers. They’re carrying stolen treasure!” He 
made a stiff bow towards Lady Penelope. “Madame would care to 
accompany me in the helicopter?” 


“Oh yes, I’d be delighted, sergeant!” she said. As they climbed into the 
craft, Parker remarked: “The wind’s dropping... I told you it might blow 


itself out, m’ Lady.” 


They took off and headed into the surrounding plain. The pilot began to 
quarter the whole area and the sergeant’s field glasses swung in tireless 
arcs. Suddenly he lowered the glasses and pointed: “There! Starboard 
quarter!” 


The helicopter dropped towards the dunes. Lady Penelope could see the 
runabout crawling like an ant over the sand. The pilot fired a warning burst 
that raised fountains of sand around the desert vehicle. 


As they touched down, the sergeant leapt to the ground and raced towards 
the runabout. When he reappeared over the dunes he was marching Kitto in 
front of him. 


Parker and Lady Penelope exchanged a puzzled glance. “Wasn’t Mr. 
Steelman with him, sergeant?” she enquired. 


The policeman shook his head. “Just this man, Madame.” He poked Kitto in 
the ribs with his rifle, and barked: “Where is the other? Where is this 
Steelman, eh?” 


Kitto stared at him dully. “I don’t know Steelman,” he muttered. 


Something about the other’s staring eyes made Parker realize what had 
happened. “Cor! Steelman’s had him hypnotised by his robot, m’Ladyv... 
He’s wiped out Kitto’s memory!” 


They flew back to the airbase in clear weather. The rest of the Desforce 
patrol had rounded up the gang and were standing guard over the armoured 
carriers. But of Mr. Steelman and his robot there was not a trace. 


After a meal with the sergeant, served in Steelman’s quarters by Parker, 
Lady Penelope said: “Well, I really don’t know how to thank your 
marvellous Desforce Police, sergeant. You have not only saved the stolen 
treasure, but arranged for your men to return it to Revonia.” 


The sergeant smiled and bowed. “It is nothing, Madame!” he replied 
gallantly. “And you—will you also be returning to Sangrad?” 


Lady Penelope nodded. “Oh yes. We shall drive back to the city—just to 
make sure than our friend, Mr. Flaginne, is happy to settle down in 
Revonia... And then I think we’Il toddle home to England! Eh, Parker?” 


“Very good, m’Lady!” said Parker. 


And he really meant it! 
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